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STEPHEN ARCHER.

—_———

STEPHEN ARCHER was a stationer, bookseller,
and newsmonger in one of,the suburbs of
London. The newspapers hung in a sort
of rack at his door, as if for the convenience
of the public to help themselves in passing.
On his counter lay penny weeklies and books
coming out in parts, amongst which the
. Family Herald was in force, and the London
Journal not to be found. 1 had occasion once
to try the extent of his stock, for I required
a good many copies of one of Shakspere’s
plays—at a penny, if I could find such. He
shook his head, and told me he could not
encourage the sale of such productions. This
pleased me; for, although it was of little
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consequence what he thought concerning
Shakspere, it was of the utmost import that
he should prefer principle to pence. So I
loitered in the shop, looking for something
to buy; but there was nothing in the way
of literature: his whole stock, as far as I
could see, consisted of little religious volumes
of gay binding and inferior print; he had
nothing even from the Halifax press. He
was a good-looking fellow, about thirty, with
dark eyes, overhanging brows that indicated
thougﬁt, mouth of character, and no smile.
I was interested in him.

I asked if he would mind getting the plays
I wanted. He said he would rather not. I
bade him good morning.

More than a year after, I saw him again.
I had passed his shop many times, but this
morning, I forget why, I went in. I could
hardly recall the former appearance of the
-man, so was it swallowed up in a new ex-
pression. His face was alive, and his
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behaviour courteous. A similar change had -
passed upon his stock. There was Punch
and Fun amongst the papers, and tenpenny
S‘haksl;eres on the counter, printed on straw-
paper, with ugly wood-cuts. The former
class of publications had not vanished, but
was mingled with cheap editions of some
worthy of being called books.

“] see you have changed your mind since
I saw you last,” I said.

“You have the advantage of me, sir,” he
returned. “I did not know you were a
customer.”

““Not much of that,” I replied; “only in
intention. I wanted you to get me some
penny Shaksperes, and you would not take
the order.”

“Oh! I think I remember,” he answered,
with just a trace of confusion; adding, with
> and I fancied

I could read a sort of triumph over his former
self.

a smile, “I'm married now;’
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I laughed, of course—the best expression
of sympathy at hand—and, after a little talk,
left the shop, resolved to look in again soon.
Before a month was over, I had made the
acquaintance of his wife too, and between
them learned so much of their history as to
be able to give the following particulars
concerning it.

Stephen Archer was one of the deacons,
rather a young one perhaps, of a dissenting
congregation. The chapel was one of the
oldest in the neighbourhood, quite triumphant
in ugliness, but possessed of a history which
gave it high rank with those who frequented
it. The sacred odour of the names of pastors
who had occupied its pulpit, lingered about
its walls—names unknown beyond its pre-
cincts, but starry in the eyes of those whose
world lay within its tabernacle. Peoble gene-
rally do not know what a power some of these
small conventicles are in the education of the
world. If only as an outlet for the energies
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. of men of lowly education and position, who
in connexion with most of the churches of
the Establishment would find no employment,
they are of inestimable value.

To Stephen Archer, for instance, when I
saw him first, his chapel was the sole door
out of the common world into the infinite.
When he entered, as certainly did the awe
and the hush of the sacred place overshadow
his spirit as if it had been a gorgeous
cathedral-house borne aloft upon the joined
palms of its Gothic arches. The Master is
truer than men think, and the power of His |
presence, as Browning has so well set forth
in his ¢ Christmas Eve,” is where two or
three are gathered in His name. And inas-
much as Stephen was not a man of imagina-
tion, he had the greater need of the undefined
influences of the place.

He had been chief in establishing a small
mission amongst the poor in the neighbour-
hood, with the working of which he occupied
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the greater part of his spare time. I will
not venture to assert that his mind was pure
from the ambition of gathering from these
to swell the flock at the little chapel; nay,
I will not even assert that there never arose
a suggestion of the enemy that the pence of
these rescued brands might alleviate the
burden upon the heads and shoulders of the
poorly prosperous caryatids of his church ;
but I do say that Stephen was an honest man
in the main, ever ready to grow honester:
and who can demand more ?

One evening, as he was putting up the
shutters of his window, his attention was
arrested by a shuffling behind him. Glancing
round, he set down the shutter, and the next
instant boxed a boy’s ears, who ran away
howling and mildly excavating his eyeballs,
while a young, pale-faced woman, with the
largest black eyes he had ever seen, expostu-
lated with him on the proceeding.

“ Oh, sir!” she said, “ he wasn’t troubling
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you.” There was a touch of indignation in
the tone.

“I'm sorry I can’t return the compliment,”
said Stephen, rather illogically. “If I'd ha’
known you liked to have your shins kicked,
I might ha’ let the young rascal alone. But
you see I didn’t know it.” .

“ He’s my brother,” said the young woman,
conclusively.

“ The more shame to him,” returned Ste-
phen. “If he'd been your husband, now,
there might ha’ been more harm than good
in interferin’, ’cause he’d only give.it you
the worse after; but brothers! Well, I'm
sure it’s a pity I interfered.”

“T don’t see the difference,” she retorted,
still with offence.

“I beg your pardon, then,” said Stephen.
«T promise you I won’t interfere next time.”

So saying, he turned, took up his shutter,
and proceeded to close his shop. The young
woman walked on.
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Stephen gave an inward growl or two at
the depravity of human nature, and set out
tomake his usual visits ; but before he reached
the place, he had begun to doubt whether the
old Adam had not overcome him in the
matter of boxing the boy’s ears; and the
following interviews appeared in consequence
less satisfactory than usual. Disappointed
with himself, he could not be so hopeful
about others.

As he was descending a stair so narrow
that it was only just possible for two people
to pass, he met the same young woman
ascending. Glad of the opportunity, he
stepped aside with his best manners and
said :

“J] am sorry I offended you this evening.
I did not know that the boy was your
brother.”

“Qh, sir!” she returned—for to ome in
her position, Stephen Archer was a gentle-
man : had he not a shop of his own ?—* you
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didn’t hurt him much; only I'm so anxious
to save him.”

“To be sure,” returned Stephen, * that is
the one thing needful.”

“Yes, sir,” she rejoined. “I try hard, but
boys will be boys.” '

“There is but one way, you know,” said
Stephen, following the words with a certain
formula which I will not repeat.

The girl stared. “I1 don’t know about
that,” she said. “ What I want is to keep
him out of prison. Sometimes I think I
shan’t be able long. O, sir! if you be the
gentleman that goes about here, couldn’t you
help me? I can’t get anything for him to
do, and I can’t be at home to look after
him.”

“ What is he about all day, then?”

“ The streets,” she answered. “I don’t
know as he’s ever done anything he oughtn’t
to, but he came home once in a fright, and
that breathless with running, that I thought
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he’d ha’ fainted. If T only could get him
into a place!”

“ Do you live here ?” he asked.

. “Yes, sir; I do.” -

At the moment a half-bestial sound below,
accompanied by uncertain footsteps, an-
nounced the arrival of a drunken bricklayer.

“There’s Joe Bradley,” she said, in some ‘
alarm. “ Come into my room, sir, till he’s
gone up; there’s no harm in him when he’s
sober, but he ain’t been sober for a week
now.”

Stephen obeyed ; and she, taking a key
from her pocket, and unlocking a door on the
landing, led him into a room to which his
back-parlour was a paradise. She offered
him the only chair in the room, and took
her place on the edge of the bed, which
showed a clean but much-worn patchwork
quilt. Charley slept on the bed, and she on
a shake-down in the corner. The room was
not untidy, though the walls and floor were
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not clean ; indeed there were not in it articles
enough to make it untidy withal.

“Where do you go on Sundays?” asked
- Stephen. ’ :

“ Nowheres. I ain’t got nobody,” she
added, with a smile, “to take me nowheres.”

“ What do you do then?”

“TI've plenty to do mending of Charley’s
trousers.  You see they’re only shoddy, and
- as fast as I patch ’em in one place they’re out
in another.”

“But you oughtn’t to work Sundays.”

“1 have heard tell of people as say you
oughtn’t to work of a Sunday; but where’s
the differ when you’ve got a brother to look
after ? He ain’t got no mother.”

“But you're breaking the fourth command-
ment; and you know where people go that
do that. You believe in hell, I suppose.”

“I always thought that was a bad word.”

“To be sure! But it’s where you'll go if
you break the Sabbath.”
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“Oh, sir!” she said, bursting into tears,
“I don’t care what become of me if I could
only save that boy.”

“ What do you mean by saving him ? ”

“ Keep him out of prison, to be sure. I
shouldn’t mind the workus myself, if I could
get him into a place.”

A place was her heaven, a prison her hell.

Stephen looked at her more attentively.
No one who merely glanced at her could help
seeing her eyes first, and no one who regarded
them could help thinking her -nice-looking at
least, all in a shabby cotton dress and black
shawl as she was. It was only the * penury
and pine ” that kept her from being beautiful.
Her features were both regular and delicate,
with an anxious mystery about the thin
tremulous lips, and a beseeching look, like that
of an animal, in her fine eyes, hazy with the
trouble that haunted her mouth. Stephen had
the good sense not to press the Sabbath ques-
tion, and by degrees drew her story from her.
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Her father had been a watchmaker, but,
giving way to drink, had been, as far back
as she could remember, entirely dependent
on her mother, who by charing and jobbing
managed to keep the family alive. Sara
was then the only child, but, within a few
months after her father’s death, her mother
died in giving birth to the boy. With
her last breath she had commended him to
his sister. Sara had brought him up—how
she hardly knew. He had been everything
to her. The child that her mother had given
her was all her thought. Those who start
with the idea ¢ that people with nought are
naughty,” whose eyes are offended by rags,
whose ears cannot distinguish between wvul-
garity and wickedness, and who think the
first duty is care for self, must be excused
from believing that Sara Coulter passed
through all that had been decreed for her
without losing her simplicity and purity-
But God is in the back slums as certainly as
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‘—perhaps to some eyes more eﬁidently than
—in Belgravia. That which was the burden
of her life—namely, the care of her brother—
was her salvation. After hearing her story,
which he had to draw from her, because she
had no impulse to talk about herself, Stephen
went home to turn the matter over in his

mind. ,
 The next Sunday, after he had had his
dinner, he went out into the same region,
and found himself at Sara’s door. She was
busy over a garment of Charley’s, who was
sitting on the bed with half a loaf in his
hand. When he recognized Stephen he
jumped down, and would have rushed from
the room; but changing his mind, possibly
because of the condition of his lower limbs,
he turned, and springing into the bed,
scrambled under the counterpane, and drew
it over his head.

“T am sorry to see you working on Sun-
day,” Stephen said, with an emphasis that
referred to their previous conversation.
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“You would not have the boy go naked?”
she returned, with again a touch of indig-
nation. She had been thinking how easily
a man of Stephen’s social position could get
him a place if he would. Then recollecting
her manners, she added, I should get him
better clothes if he had a place. Wouldn’t
you like to get a place now, Charley ?” -

“Yes,” said Charley, from under the
counterpane, and began to peep at the
visitor. v .

He was not an ill-looking boy — only
roguish to a degree. His eyes, as black as
his sister’s, but only half as big, danced and
twinkled with mischief. Archer would have
taken him off to his ragged class, but even
of rags he had not at the moment the com-
plement necessary for admittance. He left
. them, therefore, with a few commonplaces of
religious phrase, falling utterly meaningless.
But he was not one to confine his ministra-

tions to words: he was an honest man.
VOL. 1i, C
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Before the next Sunday it was clear to him
that he could do nothing for the soul of
Sara until he had taken the weight of her
brother off it.

When he called the next Sunday the same
vision precisely met his view. She might
have been sitting there ever since, with those
wonderfully-patched trousers in her hands,
and the boy beside her, gnawing at his lump
of bread. But many a long seam had passed
through her fingers since then, for she
worked at a clothes-shop all the week with
the sewing-machine, whence arose the possi-
bility of patching Charley’s clothes, for the
overseer granted her a cutting or two now
and then.

After a little chat, Stephen put the ques-
tion : .

“If I find a place for Charley, will you
go to Providence Chapel next Sunday ? ”

“I will go anywhere you please, Mr.
Archer,” she answered, looking up quickly
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with a flushed face. She would have accom-
panied him to any casino in London just
as readily : her sole thought was to keep
Charley out of prison. Her father had been
in prison once; to keep her mother’s child
out of prison was the grand object of her
life.

“ Well,” he resumed, with some hesitation,
for he had arrived at the resolution through
difficulties, whose fogs yet lingered about
him, “if he will be an honest, careful boy,
I will take him myself.”

¢“Charley! Charley!” cried Sara, utterly
neglectful of the source of the benefaction ;
and rising, she went to the bed and hugged
him.

“ Don’t, Sara!” said Charley, petulantly.
“] don’t want girls to squash me. Leave
go, I say. You mend my trousers, and I’ll
take care of myself".” ,

“ The little wretch!” thought Stephen.

Sara returned to her seat, and her needle
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went almost as fast as her sewing-machine.
A glow had arisen now, and rested on her
pale cheek: Stephen found himself staring
at a kind of transfiguration, back from the
ghostly to the human. His admiration ex-
tended itself to her deft and slender fingers
and there brooded until his conscience in-
formed him that he was actually admiring
the breaking of the Sabbath; whereupon he
rose. But all the time he was about amongst -
the rest of his people, his thoughts kept
Wandering back to the desolate room, the
thankless boy, and the ministering woman.
Before leaving, however, he had arranged
with Sara that she should bring her brother
to the shop the next day.

The awe with which she entered it was
not shared by Charley, who was never ripe
for anything but frolic. Had not Stephen
been influenced by a desire to do good, and
possibly by another feeling too embryonic
for detection, he would never have dreamed
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of making an errand boy of a will-o'-the-
wisp. As such, however, he was installed,
and from that moment an anxiety unknown
before took possession of Stephen’s bosom.
He was never at ease, for he never knew
what the boy might be about. He would
have parted with him the first fortnight, but
the idea of the prison had passed from Sara’s
heart into his, and he saw that to turn the
boy away from his first place would be to
accelerate his gravitation thitherward. He
had all the tricks of a newspaper boy in-
digenous in him. Repeated were the com-
plaints brought to the shop. One time the
paper was thrown down the area, and
brought into the breakfast-room defiled with
wet. At another it was found on the door-
step, without the bell having been rung,
which could hardly have been from forget-
fulness, for Charley’s delight was to set the
bell ringing furiously, and then wait till the
- cook appeared, taking good care however to
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leave space between them for a start. Some-
times the paper was not delivered at all, and
Stephen could not help suspecting that he
had sold it in the street. Yet both for his
sake and Sara’s he endured, and did not
even box his ears. The boy hardly seemed
to be wicked : the spirit that possessed him
was rather-a polter-geist, as the Germans
would call it, than a demon.

Meantime, the Sunday after Charley’s ap-
pointment, Archer, seated in his pew, searched
all the chapel for the fulfilment of Sara’s
part of the agreement, namely, her presence.
But he could see her nowhere. The fact was,
her promise was so easy that she had scarcely
thought of it after, not suspecting that Stephen
laid any stress upon its fulfilment, and, in-
deed, not knowing where the chapel was.
She had managed to buy a bit of something
of the shoddy species, and -while Stephen was
looking for her in the chapel, she was making
a jacket for Charley. Greatly disappointed,
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and chiefly, I do believe, that she had not
kept her word, Stephen went in the afternoon
to call upon her.

. He found her working away as before, and
saving time by taking her dinner while she
worked, for a piece of bread lay on the table
by her elbow, and beside it a little brown
sugar to make the bread go down. The
sight went to Stephen’s heart, for he had
just made his dinner off baked mutton and
potatoes, washed down with his half-pint of
stout.

“Sara!” he said solemnly, *you promised
to come to our chapel, and you have not kept
your word.” He never thought that ‘our
chapel ” was not the landmark of the region.

¢ Oh, Mr. Archer,” she answered, “I didn’t
know as you cared about it. But,” she went
on, rising and pushing her bread on one side
to make room for her work, “ I'll put on my
bonnet directly.” Then she checked herself,
and added, “Oh! I beg your pardon, sir—
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I'm so shabby! You couldn’t be seen with
the likes of me.”

It touched Stephen’s chivalry—and some-
thing deeper than chivalry. He had had no
intention of walking with her.

“There’s no chapel in the afternoon,” he
said ; “but I'll come and fetch you in the
evening.” o

Thus it came about that Sara was seated
in Stephen’s pew, next to Stephen himself,
and Stephen felt a strange pleasure unknown
before, like that of the shepherd who having
brought the stray back to the fold cares little
that its wool is torn by the bushes, and it
looks a ragged and disreputable sheep. It
was only Sara’s wool that might seem dis-
reputable, for she was a very good-faced
sheep. He found the hymns for her, and
they shared the same book. He did not
know then that Sara could not read a word
of them.

The gathered people, the stillness, the
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gaslights, the solemn ascent of the minister .
into the pulpit, the hearty singing of the
congregation, doubtless had their effect upon
Sara, for she had never been to a chapel and
hardly to any place of assembly before.
From all amusements, the burden of Charley
and her own retiring nature had kept her
back.

But she could make nothing of the sermon.
She confessed afterwards that she did not
know she had anything to do with it. Like
‘“ the Northern Farmer,” she took it all for
the clergyman’s business, which she amongst
the rest had to see done. She did not even
wonder why Stephen should have wanted to
bring her there. She sat when other people
sat, pretended to kneel when other people
pretended to kneel, and stood up when other
people stood up—still brooding upon Charley’s
Jacket.

But Archer’s feelings were not those he
had expected. He had brought her, intend-
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. ing her to be done good to; but before the
sermon was over he wished he had not
brought her. He resisted the feeling for a
long time, but at length yielded to it en-
tirely ; the object of his solicitude all the
while conscious only of the lighted stillness
and the new barrier between Charley and
Newgate. The fact with regard to Stephen
was that a certain hard pan, occasioned by
continual ploughings to the same depth and
no deeper, in the soil of his mind, began this
night to be broken up from within, and that
through the presence of a young woman who
did not for herself put together two words: of
the whole discourse.

The pastor was preaching upon the say-
ing of St. Paul, that he could wish him-
self accursed from Christ for his brethren.
Great part of his sermon was an attempt
to prove that he could not have meant
what his words implied. For the preacher’s
mjnd was so filled with the supposed para-
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mount duty of saving his own soul, that
the enthusiasm of the Apostle was simply
incredible. Listening with that woman by
his side, Stephen for the first time grew
doubtful of the wisdom of his pastor. Nor
could he endure that such should be the first
doctrine Sara heard from his lips. Thus was
he already and grandly repaid for his kind-
ness; for the presence of a woman who
without any conscious religion was to herself
a law of love, brought him so far into sym-
pathy with the mighty soul of St. Paul, that
from that moment the blessing of doubt was
at work in his, undermining prison walls.

He walked home with Sara almost in
silence, for he found it impossible to impress
upon her those parts of the sermon with
which he had no fault to find, lest she should
retort upon that one point. The arrows
which Sara escaped, however, could from her
ignorance have struck her only with their
feather end.
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Things proceeded in much the same fashion
for a while. Charley went home at night to
his sister’s lodging, generally more than two
hours after leaving the shop, but gave her
no new ground of complaint. Every Sunday
evening Sara went to the chapel, taking
Charley with her when she could persuade
him to go; and, in obedience with the sup-
posed wish of Stephen, sat in his pew. He
did not go home with her any more for a
while, and indeed visited her but seldom,
anxious to avoid scandal, more especially as
he was a deacon.

But now that Charley was so far safe,
Sara’s cheek began to generate a little of that
celestial rosy red which is the blossom of the
woman-plant, although after all it hardly
equalled the heart of the blush rose. She
grew a little rounder in form too, for she
lived rather better now,—buying herself a
rasher of bacon twice a week. Hence she
began to be in more danger, as any one
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acquainted with her surroundings will easily
comprehend. But what seemed at first the
ruin of her hopes dissipated this danger.

One evening, when she returned from her
work, she found Stephen in her room. She
made him the submissive grateful salutation,
half courtesy, half bow, with which she
always greeted him, and awaited his will.

“I am very sorry to have to tell you, Sara,
that your brother——”

She turned white as a shroud, and her
great black eyes grew greater and blacker
‘as she stared in agonized expectancy while
Stephen hesitated in search of a better form
of communication. Finding none, he blurted
out the fact—

“ —has robbed me, and run away.”

“Don’t send him to prison, Mr. Archer,”
shrieked Sara, and laid herself on the floor
at his feet with a grovelling motion, as if
striving with her mother earth for comfort.
There was not a film of art in this. She
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had never been to a theatre. The natural
urging of life gave the truest shape to her
entreaty. Her posture was the result of the
same feeling which made the nations of old

bring their sacrifices to the altar of a deity .

who, possibly benevolent in the main, had
yet cause to be inimical to them. From the
prostrate living sacrifice arose the one prayer,
“Don’t send him to prison; don’t send him
to prison!”

Stephen gazed at her in bewildered admira-
tion, half divine and all human. A certain
consciousness of power had, I confess, a part
in his silence, but the only definite shape this
consciousness took was of beneficence. At-
tributing his silence to unwillingness, Sara
got half-way from the ground—that is, to
her knees—and lifted a face of utter entreaty
to the sight of Stephen. I will not say
words fail me to describe the intensity of its
prayer, for words fail me to describe the
commonest phenomenon of nature : all T can
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is to say, that it made Stephen’s heart too
large for its confining walls. ¢ Mr. Archer,”
she said, in a voice hollow with emotion, “I
will do anything you like. I will be your
slave. Don’t send Charley to prison.”

+ The words were spoken with a certain
strange dignity of self-abnegation. It is not
alone the country people of Cumberland or
of Scotland, who in their highest moments -
are capable of poetic utterance.

An indescribable thrill of conscious delight
shot through the frame of Stephen as the
woman spoke the words. But the gentleman
in him triumphed. I would have said tke
Christian, for whatever there was in Stephen
of the gentle was there in virtue of the
Christian, only he failed in one point : instead
of saying at once, that he had no intention
of prosecuting the boy, he pretended, I believe
from the satanic delight in power that
possesses every man of us, that he would
turn it over in his mind. It might have
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been more dangerous, but it would have been
more divine, if he had lifted the kneeling
woman to his heart, and told her that not
for the wealth of an imagination would he
proceed against her brother. The divinity,
however, was taking its course, both rough-
hewing and shaping the ends of the two.

She rose from the ground,sat on the one
- chair, with her face to the wall, and wept
helplessly, with the added sting, perhaps, of
a faint personal disappointment. Stephen
failed to attract her notice, and left the room.
She started up when she heard the door close,
and flew to open it, but was only in time to
hear the outer door. She sat down and cried
again.

Stephen had gone to find the boy if he
might, and bring him to his sister. He
ought to have said so, for to permit suffering
for the sake of a joyful surprise is not good.
Going home first, he was hardly seated in
his room, to turn over not the matter but the
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means, when a knock came to the shop-door,
the sole entrance, and there were two police-
men bringing the deserter in a cab, He had
been run over in' the very act of decamping
with the contents of the till, had lain all but
insensible at the hespital while his broken
leg was being set, but, as soon as he came
~ to himself, had gone into such a fury of
determination to return to his master, that
the house-surgeon saw that the only chance
for the ungovernable creature was to yield.
~ Perhaps he had some dim idea of restoring
the money ere his master should have dis-
covered its loss. As he was very little,
they made a couch for him in the cab, and
so sent him.

It would appear that the suffering and the
faintness had given his conscience a chance
of being heard. ' The accident was to Charley
what the sight of the mountain-peak was
to the boy Wordsworth. He was delirious
when he arrived, and instead of showing any

VOL. II. D
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contrition towards his master, only testified
an extravagant joy at finding him again.
Stephen had him taken into the back room,
and laid upon his own bed. One of the
policemen fetched the charwoman, and when
she arrived, Stephen went to find Sara.

She was sitting almost as he had left her,
with a dull, hopeless look.

~ “I am sorry to say Charley has had an
accident,” he said.

She started up and clasped her hands.

“He is not in prison ?” she panted in a
husky voice. |

“No; he is at my house. Come and see
him. T don’t think he is in any danger, but
his leg is broken.”

A gleam of joy crossed Sara’s countenance.
She did not mind the broken leg, for he was
safe from her terror. She put on her bonnet,
tied the strings with trembling hands, and
went with Stephen,

“You see Grod wants to keep him out of
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prison too,” he said, as they walked along
the street.

But to Sara this hardly conveyed an idea.
She walked by his side in silence.

“Charley! Charley!” she cried, when she
saw him white on the bed, rolling his head
from side to side. Charley ordered her away
with- words-awful to hear, but which from
him meant no more than words of ordinary
temper in the mouth of the well-nurtured
man or woman. She had spoiled and indulged
him all his life, and now for the first time
she was nothing to him, while the master
who had lectured and restrained him was
everything. 'When the surgeon wanted to
change his dressings, he would not let him
touch them till his master came. Before he
was able to leave his bed, he had developed
for Stephen a terrier-like attachment. But,
after the first feverishness was over, his
sister waited upon him.

Stephen got a lodging, and abandoned his
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back room to the brother and sister. But
he had to attend to his shop, and therefore
saw much of both of them. Finding then
to his astonishment that Sara could not
read, he gave all his odd moments to her
instruction, and her mind being at rest
about Charley so long as she had him in
“bed, her spirit had leisure to think of other
things.

She learned rapidly. The lesson-book was
of course the New Testament; and Stephen
soon discovered that Sara’s questions, moving
his pity at first because of the ignorance
they displayed, always left him thinking
about some point that had never occurred to
him before; so that at length he regarded
Sara as a being of superior intelligence way-
laid and obstructed by unfriendly powers upon
her path towards the threshold of the king-
dom, while she looked up to him as to one
supreme in knowledge as in goodness. But
she never could understand the pastor. This
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would have been a great trouble to Stephen,
had not his vanity been flattered by her
understanding of himself. He did not con-
sider that growing love had enlightened his
eyes to see into her heart, and enabled him
thus to use an ordinary human language for
the embodiment of common-sense ideas;
whereas the speech of the pastor contained
such an admixture of technicalities as to be
unintelligible to the neophyte.

Stephen was now distressed to find that
whereas formerly he had received everything
without question that his minister spoke, he
now in general went home in a doubting,
questioning mood, begotten of asking himself
what Sara would say. He feared at first
that the old Adam was beginning to get the
upper hand of him, and that Satan was laying
snares for his soul. But when he found at
the same time that his conscience was grow-
ing more scrupulous concerning his business
affairs, his hope sprouted afresh.
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One day, after Charley had been out for
the first time, Sara, with a little tremor of
voicé and manner, addressed Stephen thus :—

“I shall take Charley home to-morrow, if
you please, Mr. Archer.”

“You don’t mean to say, Sara, you've been
paying for those lodgings all this time?”
half-asked, half-exclaimed Stephen.

“Yes, Mr. Archer. We must have some-
where to go to. It ain’t easy to get a room
at any moment, now them railways is every-
wheres.”

“But I hope as how youre comfortable
where you are, Sara?”

“Yes, Mr. Archer. But what am I to do
for all your kindness?”

“You can pay me all in a lump, if you
like, Sara. Only you don’t owe me nothing.”

Her colour came and went. She was not
used to men. She could not tell what he
would have her understand, and could not-
help trembling.
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“ What do you mean, Mr. Archer?” she
faltered out.

" “Imean you can give me yourself, Sara,

and that’ll clear all scores.”

“But, Mr. Archer—you’'ve been a-teaching
of me good things—— You don’t mean to
marry me!” exclaimed Sara, bursting into
tears.

“Of course I do, Sara. Don’t cry about it.
I won’t if you don’t like.”

This is how Stephen came to change his
mind about his stock in trade.
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“ Papa,” said my sister Effie, one evening as
we all sat about the drawing-room fire. One
after another, as nothing followed, we turned
our eyes upon her. There she sat, still silent,
embroidering the corner of a cambric hand-
kerchief, apparently unaware that she had
spoken.

It was a very cold night in the beginning
of winter. My father had come home early,
and we had dined early that we might have
a long evening together, for it was my
father’s and mother’s wedding-day, and we
always kept it as the homeliest of holidays.
My father was seated in an easy-chair by the
chimney corner, with a jug of Burgundy
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near him, and my mother sat by his side,
now and then taking a sip out of his
glass.

Effie was now nearly nineteen; the rest of
us ere younger. What she was thinking
about we did not know then, though we
could all guess now. Suddenly she looked
up, and seeing all eyes fixed upon her, be-
came either aware or suspicious, and blushed
rosy red.

“ You spoke to me, Effie. What was it,
my dear?” ‘

“0 yes, papa. I wanted to ask you
whether you wouldn’t tell us, to-night, the
story about how you——"

“ Well, my love ?”

“ —About how you——"

“I am listening, my dear.”

¢“ T mean, about mamma and you.”

“ Yes, yes. About how I got your mamma
for a mother to you. Yes. I paid a dozen
of port for her.”
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We all and each exclaimed Papa! and my
mother laughed.

“Tell us all about it,” was the general cry.

“Well, I will,” answered my father. «I
must begin at the beginning, though.”

And, filling his glass with Burgundy, he
began. ‘ :

«“ As far back as I can remember, I lived
with my father in an old manor-house in the
country. It did not belong to my father,
but to an elder brother of his, who at that
time was captain of a seventy-four. He
loved the sea more than his life; and, as yet
apparently, had loved his ship better than
any woman. At least he was not married.

“My mother had been dead for some
years, and my father was now in very
delicate health. -He had never been strong,.
and since my mother’s death, I believe,
though I was too young to notice it, he had
pined away. I am not going to tell you
anything about him just now, because it does



46 . PORT IN A STORM.

not belong to my story. When I was about
five years old, as nearly as I can judge, the
doctors advised him to leave England. The
house was put into the hands of an agent to
let—at least, so I suppose; and he took me
with him to Madeira, where he died. I was
brought home by his servant, and by my
uncle’s directions, sent to a boarding-school ;
from there to Eton, and from there to
Oxford. '

“ Before I had finished my studies, my
uncle had been an admiral for some time.
The year before I left Oxford, he married
Lady Georgiana Thornbury, a widow lady,
with one daughter. Thereupon he bade fare-
well to the sea, though I dare say he did not
like the parting, and retired with his bride
“to the house where he was born—the same
house I told you I was born in, which had
been in the family for many generations, and
which your cousin now lives in.

“It was late in the autumn when they



PORT IN A STORM. AT

arrived at Culverwood. They were no
sooner settled than my uncle wrote to me,
inviting me to spend Christmas-tide with
them at the old place. And here you may
see that my story has arrived at its be-
ginning.

«“Tt was with strange feelings that I entered
the house. It looked so old-fashioned, and
stately, and grand, to eyes which had been
accustomed to all the modern commonplaces!
Yet the shadowy recollections which hung
about it gave an air of homeliness to the
place, which, along with the grandeur, oc-
casioned a sense of rare delight. For what
can be better than to feel that you are in
stately company, and at the same time per-
fectly at home in it? T am grateful to this
day for the lesson I bad from the sense of
which I have spoken—that of mingled awe
and tenderness in the aspect of the old hall
as I entered it for the first time after fifteen
years, having left it a mere child.



48 PORT IN A STORM.

“ I was cordially received by my old uncle
and my new aunt. But the moment Kate
Thornbury entered I lost my heart, and have
never found it again to this day. I get on
wonderfully well without it, though, for I
have got the loan of a far better one till I
find my own, which, therefore, I hope I never
shall.”

My father glanced at my mother as he said
this, and she returned his look in a way
which I can now interpret as a quiet satisfied
confidence. But the tears came in Effie’s
eyes. She had trouble before long, poor girl!
But it is not her story I have to tell.—My
father went on:

“Your mother was prettier then than she
is now, but not so beautiful; beautiful enough,
though, to make me think there never had
been or could again be anything so beautiful.
She met me kindly, and I met her awk-
wardly.”

“You made me feel that I had no business
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there,” said my mother, speaking for the
first time in the course of the story.

“ See there, girls,” said my father. “You
are always so confident in first impressions,
and instinctive judgment! I was awkward
because, as I said, I fell in love with your
mother the moment I saw her; and she
thought I regarded her as an intruder into
the old family precincts.

“T will not follow the story of the days.
I was very happy, except when I felt too
keenly how unworthy I was of Kate Thorn-
bury; not that she meant to make me feel
it, for she was never other than kind; but
she was such that I could not help feeling it.
I gathered courage, however, and before
three days were over, I began to tell her all
my slowly reviving memories of the place,
with my childish adventures associated with
this and that room or outhouse or spot in the
grounds; for the longer I was in the place
the more my old associations with it revived,
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till T was quite astonished to find how much
of my history in connection with Culverwood
had been thoroughly imprinted on my
memory. She never showed, at least, that
she was weary of my stories; which, how-
ever interesting to me, must have been tire-
some to any one who did not sympathize
with what I felt towards my old nest. From
room to room we rambled, talking or silent;
and nothing could have given me a better
chance, I believe, with a heart like your
mother’s. I think it was not long before
she began to like me, at least, and liking
had every opportunity of growing into some-
thing stronger, if only she too did not come
to the conclusion that I was unworthy of
her. |

“My uncle received me like the jolly old
tar that he was—welcomed me to the old
ship—hoped we should make many a voyage
together—and that I would take the run of
the craft—all but in one thing.
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“‘You see, my boy,” he said, ‘I married
above my station, and I don’t want my wife’s
friends to say that I laid alongside of her
to get hold of her daughter’s fortune. No,
no, my boy; your old uncle has too much
salt water in him to do a dog’s trick like
that. So you take care of yourself—that’s
all. She might turn the head of a wiser
man than ever came out of our family.’

“I did not tell my uncle that his advice
was already too late; for that, though it was
not an hour since I had first seen her, my
head was so far turned already, that the only
way to get it right again, was to go on
turning it in the same direction; though, no
doubt, there was a danger of overhauling the
screw. The old gentleman never referred to
the matter again, nor took any notice of our
increasing intimacy; so that I sometimes
doubt even now if he could have been in
earnest in the very simple warning he gave
me. Fortunately, Lady Georgiana liked rae
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—at least I thought she did, and that gave
me courage.” '

“That’'s all nonsense, my dear,” said
my mother. “Mamma was nearly as fond
of you as I was; but you never wanted
courage.”

“I knew better than to show m); cowardice,
I dare say,” returned my father. *“But,” he
continued, “ things grew worse and worse,
till T was certain I should kill myself, or
go straight out of my mind, if your mother
would not have me. So it went on for a few
days, and Christmas was at hand.

“The admiral had invited several old friends
to come and spend the Christmas week with
him. Now you must remember that, al-
though you look on me as an old-fashioned
fogie—— "

“ Oh, papa!” we all interrupted; but he
went on.

“Yet my old uncle was an older-fashioned
fogie, and his friends were much the same as
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himself. Now, I am fond of a glass of port,
though I dare not take it, and must content
myself with Burgundy. Uncle Bob would
have called Burgundy pig-wash. He could
not do without his port, though he was a
moderate enough man, as customs were.
Fancy, then, his dismay when, on ques-
tioning his butler, an old coxen of his own,
and after going down to inspect in person,
he found that there was scarcely more than
a dozen of port in the wine-cellar. He
turned white with dismay, and, till he had .
brought the blood back to his countenance
by swearing, he was something awful to
behold in the dim light of the tallow candle
old Jacob held in his tattooed fist. I will
not repeat the words he used; fortunately,
they are out of fashion amongst gentlemen,
although ladies, I understand, are beginning
to revive the custom, now old, and always
ugly. Jacob reminded his honour that he
would not have more put down till he had
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got a proper cellar built, for the one there
was, he had said, was not fit to put anything
but dead men in. Thereupon, after abusing
Jacob for not reminding him of the neces-
sities of the coming season, he turned to me,
and began, certainly not to swear at his own
father, but to expostulate sideways with the
absent shade for not having provided a
decent cellar before his departure from this
world of dinners and wine, hinting that it
was somewhat selfish, and very inconsiderate
of the welfare of those who were to come
after him. Having a little exhausted his
indignation, he came up, and wrote the most
peremptory order to his wine-merchant, in
Liverpool, to let him have thirty dozen of
port before Christmas Day, even if he had to
send it by post-chaise. I took the letter to
the post myself, for the old man would trust
nobody but me, and indeed would have pre-
ferred taking it himself; but in winter he
was always lame from the effects of a bruise
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he had received from a falling spar in the
battle of Aboukir.

“That night I remember well. I lay in
bed wondering whether I might venture to
say a word, or even to give a hint to your
mother that there was a word that pined to
be said if it might. All at once I heard a
whine of the wind in the old chimney. How
well I knew that whine! For my kind aunt
had taken the trouble to find out from me
what room I had occupied as a boy, and, by
the third night I spent there, she had got
it ready for me. I jumped out of bed, and
found that the snow was falling fast and
thick. I jumped into bed again, and began
wondering what my uncle would do if the
port did not arrive. And then I thought
that, if the snow went on falling as it did,
and if the wind rose any higher, it might
turn out that the roads through the hilly
part of Yorkshire in which Culverwood lay,
might very well be blocked up.
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* The north wind doth blow,
And we shall have snow,
And what will my uncle do then, poor thing?
He'll run for his port,
But he will run short,
And have too much water to drink, poor thing.

“ With the influences of the chamber of
my childhood crowding upon me, I kept
repeating the travestied rhyme to myself,
till T fell asleep.

“Now, boys and girls, if I were writing a
novel, I should like to make you, somehow or
other, put together the facts—that I was in
the room I have mentioned ; that I had been
in the cellar with my uncle for the first time
that evening; that I had seen my uncle’s
distress, and heard his reflections upon his
father. I may add that I was not myself,
even then, so indifferent to the merits of a
good glass of port as to be unable to enter
into my uncle’s dismay, and that of his guests
at last, if they should find that the snow-
storm had actually closed up the sweet ap-
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proaches of the expected port. If I was
personally indifferent to the matter, I fear it
is to be attributed to your mother, and not to
myself.”

“ Nonsense ! ” interposed my mother once
more. “I never knmew such a man for
making little of himself and much of other
people. You never drank a glass too much
port in your life.”

“That’s why I'm so fond of it, my dear,”
returned my father. “I declare you make me
quite discontented with my pig-wash here.

“That night I had a dream.

“The next day the visitors began to arrive.
Before the evening after, they had all come.
There were five of them—three tars and two
land-crabs, as they called each other when
they got jolly, which, by-the-way, they
would not have done long without me.

“My uncle’s anxiety visibly increased.
Each guest, as he came down to breakfast,
received each morning a more constrained
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greeting.—I beg your pardon, ladies; I
forgot to mention that my aunt had lady-
visitors, of course. But the fact is, it is only
the port-drinking visitors in whom my story
is interested, always excepted your mother.

“These ladies my admiral uncle greeted
with something even approaching to servility.
I understood him well enough. He instinct-
ively sought to make a party to protect him
when the awful secret of his cellar should be
found out. But for two preliminary days or
80, his resources would serve; for he had
plenty of excellent claret and Madeira—stuff
I don’t know much about—and both Jacob
and himself condescended to manceuvre a
little.

“The wine did not arrive. But the morn-
ing of Christmas Eve did. I was sitting in
my room, trying to write a song for Kate—
that’s your mother, my dears——"”

- “I know, papa,” said Effie, as if she were
very knowing to know that.
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“ ——when my uncle came into the room,
looking like Sintram with Death and the
Other One after him—that’s the nonsense
you read to me the other day, isn’t it, Effie? ”

“ Not nonsense, dear papa,” remonstrated
Effie; and I loved her for saying it, for
surely ¢hat is not nonsense.

“I didn’t mean it,” said my father; and
turning to my mother, added : Tt must be
your fault, my dear, that my children are so
serious that they always take a joke for
earnest. However, it was no joke with my
uncle. If he didn’t look like Sintram he
looked like t’other one.

“¢The roads are frozen—I mean snowed
up,” he said. ¢ There's just one bottle of port
left, and what Captain Calker will say—I
.dare say I know, but I'd rather not. Damn
this weather ! —God forgive me!—that’s not
right—but it s trying—ain’t it, my boy ?’

“¢What will you give me for a dozen of
port, uncle ?’ was all my answer.
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“¢@Give you? TIll give you Culverwood,
you rogue.’ |

“<¢Done,’ I eried.

“¢That is,” stammered my uncle, ¢ that is,’
and he reddened like the funnel of one of his
hated steamers, ¢that is, you know, always
provided, you know. It wouldn’t be fair to
Lady Georgiana, now, would it? I put it to
yourself—if she took the trouble, you know.
You understand me, my boy ?’

“ ¢That’s of course, uncle,’ I said.

“¢Ah! I see you're a gentleman like your
father, not to trip a man when he stumbles,’
said my uncle. For such was the dear old
man’s sense of honour, that he was actually
uncomfortable about the hasty promise he
had made without first specifying the ex-
ception. The exception, you know, has
Culverwood at the present hour, and right
welcome he is.

“¢QOf course, uncle, I said —‘between
gentlemen, you know. Still, I want my
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Joke out, too. What will you give me for
a dozen of port to tide you over Christmas
Day ?’

“¢Give you, my boy ? TI’ll give you——"

“ But here he checked himself, as one that
had been burned already.

“¢Bah!’ he said, turning his back, and
going towards the door; ‘ what’s the use of
Jjoking about serious affairs like this?’

“ And so he left the room. And I let him
go. For I had heard that the road from
Liverpool was impassable, the wind and snow
having continued every day since that night
of which I told you. Meantime, I had never
been able to summon the courage to say one
word to your mother—I beg her pardon, I
mean Miss Thornbury.

¢ Christmas vDa.y arrived. My uncle was
awful to behold. His friends were evidently
anxious about him. They thought he was
ill. There was such a hesitation about him,
like a shark with a bait, and such a flurry,
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like a whale in his last agonies. He had a
horrible secret which he dared not tell, and
which yet would come out of its grave at the
appointéd hour.

“Down in the kitchen the roast beef and
turkey were meeting their deserts. TUp in
the store-room—for Lady Georgiana was not
above housekeeping, any more' than her
daughter—the ladies of the house were doing
their part ; and I was oscillating between my
uncle and his niece, making myself amazingly
useful now to one and now to the other. The
turkey and the beef were on the table, nay,
they had been well eaten, before I felt that
my moment was come. Qutside, the wind
was howling, and driving the snow with
soft pats against the window-panes. Kager-
eyed I watched General Fortescue, who
despised sherry or Madeira even during
dinner, and would no more touch champagne
than he would eau sucrée, but drank port
after fish or with cheese indiscriminately—
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with eager eyes I watched how the last bottle
dwindled out its fading life in the clear
decanter. Glass after glass was supplied to
General Fortescue by the fearless cockswain,
who, if he might have had his choice, would
rather have boarded a Frenchman than
waited for what was to follow. My uncle
scarcely ate at all, and the only thing that
stopped his face from growing longer with
the removal of every dish was that nothing
but death could have made it longer than it
was already. It was my interest to let
matters go as far as they might up to a
certain point, beyond which it was not my
interest to let them go, if I could help it.
At the same time I was curious to know
how my uncle would announce—confess the
terrible fact that in his house, on Christmas
Day, having invited his oldest friends to
share with him the festivities of the season,

there was not one bottle more of port to be
had.
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“T waited till the last moment—till I
fancied the admiral was opening his mouth,
like a fish in despair, to make his confession.
He had not even dared to make a confidante
of his wife in such an awful dilemma. Then
I pretended to have dropped my table-napkin
behind my chair, and rising to seek it, stole
round behind my uncle, and whispered in his
ear :

“¢What will you give me for a dozen of
port now, uncle ?’

“¢Bah!’ he said, ‘I'm at the gratings;
don’t torture me.’

“¢I’'m in earnest, uncle.’

“He looked round at me with a sudden
flash of bewildered hope in his eye. In the
last agony he was capable of believing in a
miracle. But he made me no reply. He
only stared.

“¢<Will you give me Kate? I want Kate,’
I whispered.

“¢T will, my boy. That is, lt she’ll have
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you. That is, I mean to say, if you produce
the true tawny.’ '

“¢<Of course, uncle; honour bright—as
port in a storm,” I answered, trembling in
my shoes and everything else I had on, for I
was not more than three parts confident in
the result.

“ The gentlemen beside Kate happening at
the moment to be occupied, each with the
lady on his other side, I went behind her,
and whispered to her as I had whispered to
my uncle, though not exactly in the same
terms. Perhaps I had got a little courage
from the champagne I had drunk; perhaps
the presence of the company gave me a kind
of mesmeric strength; perhaps the excite-
ment of the whole venture kept me up;
perhaps Kate herself gave me courage, like a
goddess of old, in some way I did not under-
stand. At all events I said to her:

“<Kate,—we had got so far even then—

‘my uncle hasn’t another bottle of port in
VOL. II. F
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his cellar. Consider what a state General
Fortescue will be in soon. He'll be tipsy for
want of it. Will you come and help me to

find a bottle or two ?’
- “She rose at once, with a white-rose blush -
—s0 delicate I don’t believe any one saw it
but myself. But the shadow of a stray ring-
let could not fall on her cheek without my
seeing it.

“ When we got into the hall, the wind was
rosring loud, and the few lights were flicker-
ing and waving gustily with alternate light
and shade across the old portraits which I
had known so well as a child—for I used to
think what each would say first, if he or she
came down out of the frame and spoke to me.

“I stopped, and taking Kate’s hand, I
said—

«“¢] daren’t let you come farther, Kate,
before I tell you another thing: my uncle has
promised, if I find him a dozen of port—you
must have seen what a state the poor man is
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in—to let me say something to you—I sup-
pose he meant your mamma, but I prefer.
saying it to you, if you will let me. Will
you come and help me to find the port ?’

“She said nothing, but took up a candle
that was on a table in the hall, and stood
waiting. I ventured to look at her. Her
face was now celestial rosy red, and I could
not doubt that she had understood me. She
looked so beautiful that I stood staring at her
without moving. What the servants could
have been about that not one of them crossed
the hall, I can’t think. ,

“ At last Kate laughed and said— Well ?’
I started, and I dare say took my turn at
blushing. At least I did not know what to
sé,y. I had forgotten all about the guests
inside. ¢ Where's the port?’ said Kate. I
caught hold of her hand again and kissed
it.” '

“You needn’t be quite so minute in your
account, my dear,” said my mother, smiling.
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«] will be more careful in future, my
- love,” returned my father.

“¢What do you want me to do?’ said
Kate.

“¢Only to hold the candle for me, I
answered, restored to my seven senses at
last ; and, taking it from her, I led the way,
and she followed, till we had passed through
the kitchen and reached the cellar-stairs.
These were steep and awkward, and she let
me help her down.”

“ Now, Edward!” said my mother.

“Yes, yes, my love, I understand,” re-
turned my father.

“Up to this time your mother had asked
no questions ; but when we stood in a vast,
low cellar, which we had made several turns
to reach, and I gave her the candle, and took
up a great crowbar which lay on the floor,
she said at last—

“¢<Edward, are you going to bury me
alive ? or what are you going to do?’
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“‘I'm going to dig you out,” I said, for
I was nearly beside myself with joy, as I
struck the crowbar like a battering-ram into
the wall. You can fancy, John, that I didn’t
work the worse that Kate was holding the
candle for me. :

“Very soon, though with great effort, I
had dislodged a brick, and the next blow I
gave into the hole sent back a dull echo.
I was right!

“] worked now like a madman, and, in a
very few minutes more, I had dislodged the
whole of the brick-thick wall which filled up
an archway of stone and curtdined an ancient
door in the lock of which the key now
showed itself. It had been well greased, and
I turned it without much difficulty.

“T took the candle from Kate, and led her
into a spacious region of sawdust, cobweb,
and wine-fungus.

“<There, Kate!’ I cried, in delight.

“ ¢ But,’ said Kate, ¢ will the wine be good ?’



70 PORT IN A STORM,

“¢General Fortescue will answer you
that,’ I returned, eiultantly. ¢ Now come,
and hold the light again while I find the
port-bin.’

“] soon found not one, but several well-
filled port-bins. Which to choose I could
not tell. I must chance that. Kate carried
a bottle and the candle, and I carried two
bottles very carefully. We put them down
in the kitchen with orders they should not
be touched. We had soon carried the dozen
to the hall-table by the dining-room door.

“When at length, with Jacob chuckling
and rubbing his hands behind us, we entered
the dining-room, Kate and I, for Kate would
not part with her share in the joyful busi-
ness, loaded with a level bottle in each hand,
which we carefully erected on the sideboard,
I presume, from the stare of the company,
that we presented a rather remarkable ap-
pearance—Kate in her white muslin, and I
in my best clothes, covered with brick-dust,
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and cobwebs, and lime. But we could not
be half so amusing to them as they were to,
us. There they sat with the dessert before
them but no wine-decanters forthcoming.
How long they had sat thus, I have no idea.
If you think your mamma has, you may ask
her. Captain Calker and General Fortescue

" looked positively white about the gills. My
uncle, clinging to the last hope, despairingly,
had sat still and said nothing, and the guests
could not understand the awful delay. Even
Lady Georgiana had begun to fear a mutiny
in the kitchen, or something equally awful,
But to see the flash that passed across my
uncle’s face, when he saw us appear with
ported arms! He immediately began to pre-
tend that nothing had been the matter.

“ ¢ What the deuce has kept you, Ned, my
boy ?’ he said. ¢Fair Hebe, he went on,
I beg your pardon. Jacob, you can go on
decanting. It was very careless of you to
forget it. Meantime, Hebe, bring that bottle
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to Greneral Jupiter, there. He’s got a cork-
screw in the tail of his robe, or I'm mistaken.’

“ Qut came General Fortescue’s corkscrew.
I was trembling once more with anxiety.
The cork gave the genuine plop; the bottle
was lowered ; glug, glug, glug, came from
its beneficent throat, and out flowed some-
thing tawny as a lion’s mane. The general
lifted it lazily to his lips, saluting his nose on
the way.

“¢Fifteen! by Gyeove!’ he cried. *Well,
Admiral, this was worth waiting for! Take
care how you decant that, Jacob—on peril of
your life.’

“My uncle was triumphant. He winked
hard at me not to tell. Kate and I retired,
she to change her dress, I to get mine well
brushed, and my hands washed. By the time
I returned to the dining-room, no one had
any questions to ask. For Kate, the ladies
had gone to the drawing-room before she was
ready, and I believe she had some difficulty



PORT IN A STORM. S 73‘

in keeping my uncle’s counsel. But she did.
—Need T sa‘ylthat was the happiest Christmas
I ever spent ?”

“ But how did you find the cellar, papa?”
asked Effie.

“ Where are your brains, Effie? Don’t
you remember I told you that I had a
dream ?”

“Yes. But you don’t mean to say the
existence of that wine-cellar was revealed to
you in a dream ?” |

“But I do, mdeed I had seen the wine-
cellar built up just before we left for Madeira.
It was my father’s plan for securing the wine
when the house was let. And very well it
turned out for the wine, and me too. I had
forgotten all about it. Everything had con-
spired to bring it to my memory, but had
just failed of success. I had fallen asleep
under all the influences I told you of—
influences from the region of my childhood.
They operated still when I was asleep, and,
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all other distracting influences being re-
moved, at length roused in my sleeping
~brain the memory of what I had seen. In
the morning I remembered not my dream
only, but the event of which my dream was
a reproduction. Still, I was under con-
siderable doubt about the place, and in this
I followed the dream only, as near as I could
judge.

“The admiral kept his word, and inter-
posed no difficulties between Kate and me.
Not that, to tell the truth, I was ever very
anxious about that rock ahead; but it was
very possible that his fastidious honour or
pride might have occasioned a considerable
interference with our happiness for a time.
As it turned out, he could not leave me
Culverwood, and I regretted the fact as little
as he did himself. His gratitude to me was,
however, excessive, assuming occasionally
ludicrous outbursts of thankfulness. I do not -
believe he could have been more grateful if
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I had saved his ship and its whole crew.
For his hospitality was at stake. Kind old
man!” ‘ ,

Here ended my father’s story, with a
light sigh, a gaze into the bright coals, a kiss
of my mother’s hand which he held in his,

and another glass of Burgundy.
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IF I HAD A FATHER.

4 DRAMA.

D e e

ACT I

ScENE.—A Sculptor’s studio. ArRTHUR GER-
VAISE working at a clay figure and hum-
ming a tune. A knock.

Ger. Come in. (Throws a wet cloth over
the clay. ZEnter WARREN by the door commu-
nicating with the house.) Ah, Warren! How
do you do?

War. How are you, Gervaise? I'm de-
lighted to see you once more. I have but
just heard of your return.

Ger. I've been home but a fortnight. I
was just thinking of you.
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War. 1 was certain I should find you at
work.

Ger. You see my work can go on by any
light. It is more independent than yours.

War. 1 wish it weren’t, then.

Ger. Why?

War. Because there would be a chance of
our getting you out of your den sometimes.

Ger. Like any other wild beast when the
dark falls—eh ?

War. Just so.

Ger. And where the good ?

War. Why shouldn’t you roar a little now
and then like other honest lions ?

Ger. 1 doubt if the roaring lions do much
beyond roaring.

War. And I doubt whether the lion that
won't even whisk his tail, will get food
enough shoved through his bars to make it
worth his while to keep a cage in London.

Ger. 1 certainly shall not make use of
myself to recommend my work. |
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- War. What is it now ?

Ger. Oh, nothing !—only a little fancy of
my own.

War. There again! The moment I set
foot in your study, you throw the sheet over
your clay, and when I ask you what you are
working at—¢Oh—a little fancy of my own!”

Ger. 1 couldn’t tell it was you coming.

War. Let me see what you’ve been doing,
then. -

Ger. Oh, she’s a mere Lot’s-wife as yet !

War. (approacking the figure). Of course,
of course! I understand all that.

Ger. (laying his hand on his arm). Excuse
me : I would rather not show it.

War. 1 beg your pardon.—I couldn’t be-
lieve you really meant it.

Ger. T'll show you the mould if you like.

War. 1 don’t know what you mean by
that : you would never throw a wet sheet
over a cast! (GER. lifts a painting from the
Jloor and sets it on an easel. W AR. regards it

VOL. 1I a
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for a few moments in silence.) Ah! by Jove,
Gervaise! some one sent you down the
wrong turn: you ought to have been a
painter. What a sky! And what a sea!
Those blues and greens—rich as a peacock’s
feather-eyes! Superb! A tropical night!
The dolphin at its last gasp in the west,
and all above, an abyss of blue, at the bottom
of which the stars lie like gems in the mine-
shaft of the darkness!

Ger. You seem to have taken the wrong
turn,Warren! You ought to have been a poet.

War. Such a thing as that puts the slang
out of a fellow’s head.

Ger. I'm glad you like it. I do myself,
though it falls short of my intent sadly
enough.

War. But I don’t for the life of me see
what this has to do with that. You said
something about a mould.

Ger. I will tell you what I meant. Every -
individual aspect of nature looks to me as if
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about to give birth to a human form, em-
bodying that of which itself only dreams. In
this way landscape-painting is, in my eyes,
the mother of sculpture. That Apollo is of
the summer dawn; that Aphrodite of the
moonlit sea; this picture represents the
mother of my Psyche.

War. Under the sheet there ?

Ger. Yes. You shall see her some day ;
but to show your work too soon, is to un-
cork your champagne before dinner. -

War. Well, you've spoiled my picture. I
shall go home and scrape my canvas to the
bone.

Ger. On second thoughts, I will show you
my Psyche. (Uncovers the clay. WAR. stands
in admiration. Enter WATERFIELD by same
door.)

Wat. Ah, Warren! here you are before
me! Mr. Gervaise, I hope I see you well.

War. Mr. Waterfield—an old friend of
yoﬁrs, Gervaise, I believe.



84 IF I HAD A FATHER.

Ger: 1 cannot appropriate the honour. -
Wat. 1 was twice in your studio at Rome,
but it’s six months ago, Mr. Gervaise. Ha!
(using his eye-glass) What a charming figure!

A Psyche! Wings suggested by Very
skilful!  Contour lovely! Altogether an-
tique in pose and expression !—Is she a
commission ?

Ger. No.

Wat. Then I beg you will consider her
one.

Ger. Excuse me; I never work on com-
mission—at least never in this kind. A
bust or two I have done.

Wat. By Jove !—I should like to see your
model | —This is perfect. Are you going to
carve her? ‘

Ger. Possibly.

Wat. Uncommissioned ?

Ger. If at all. .

Wat. Well, T can’t call it running ahy
risk. What lines!—You will let me drop
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in some day when you've got your model
here ?

Ger. Impossible.

Wat. You don’t mean——?

Ger. 1 had no model. )
Wat. No model? Ha! ha —You must .
excuse me! (GER. takes up the wet sheet.) 1
understand. Reasons. A little mystery en-
hances—eh ?—is convenient too—balks intru-
sion—throws the drapery over the mignon-
ette. I understand. (GER. covers the clay.)
Oh! pray don’t carry out my figure. That

is a damper now !

‘Ger. Tam not fond of acting the showman.
You must excuse me : I am busy.

Wat. Ah well!—some other time—when
you've got on with her a bit. Good morn-
ing. Ta, ta, Warren.

Ger. Good morning. This way, if you
Please. (Shows him out by the door to the
street.) How did the fellow find his way
here ? :
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War. 1 am the culprit, I'm sorry to say.
He asked me for your address, and I gave
it him.

Ger. How long have you known him ?

War. A month or two.

Ger. Don’t bring him here again.

War. Don’t say I brought him. I didn’t
do that. But I'm afraid you've not seen the:
last of him.

Ger. Oh yes, I have! Old Martha would
let in anybody, but I've got a man now.—
William !

Enter CoL. GERVAISE dressed as a servant.

You didn’t see the gentleman just gone, I'm
afraid, William ?

Col. G. No, sir.

Ger. Don’t let in any one calling himself
Waterfield.

Col. G. No, sir.

Ger. I'm going out with Mr. Warren. I
shall be back shortly. '
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Col. G. Very well, sir. Euxit into the house.
Ger. (to WaR.) I can’t touch clay again till
I get that fellow out of my head.
War. Come along, then.
Exzeunt GER, and W AR.

Re-enter CoL. G. polishing a boot. Regards

it with dissatisfaction.

Col. G. Confound the thing! I wish it
were a scabbard. When I think I'm getting
it all right—one rub more and it’s gone dull
again ! :

The house-door opens slowly, and THOMAS
peeps cautiously in.

Th. What sort of a plaze be this, mais-
ter?

Col. G. You ought to have asked that out-
side. How did you get in ?

Th. By th’ dur-hole. Iv yo leave th’ dur
oppen, th’ dogs’ll coom in.

Col. G. 1 must speak to Martha again.
She will leave the street-door open!—Well,
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you needn’t look so frightened. It ain’t a
robbers’ cave.

Th. That be moremn aw knaw—mnot for °
sartin sure, maister. Nobory mun keawnt
upon nobory up to Lonnon, they tells mo.
But iv & gentleman axes mo into his heawse,
aw'm noan beawn to be afeard. Aw’ll coom
in, for mayhap yo can help mo. It be a
coorous plaze. What dun yo mak here?

Col. G. What would you think now ?

Th. 1t looks to mo like a mason’s shed—a
greight one.

Col. G. You're not so far wrong.

Th. (advancing). It do look a queer plaze.
Aw be noan so sure abeawt it. But they
wonnot coot mo throat beout warnin’. Aw’ll
bother mnoan. (Sits down on the dais and
wipes his face.) Well, aw be a’most weary.

Col. G. Is there anything I can do for
you? :

Th. Nay, aw donnot know ; but beout aw
get somebory to help mo, aw dunnot think
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aw’ll coom to th’ end in haste. Aw’re a
lookin’ for summut aw’ve lost, mon. ‘

Col. G. Did you come all the way from
Lancashire to look for it ? ‘

Th. Eh, lad! aw thowt thae’rt beawn to
know wheer aw coom fro!

Col. G. Anybody could tell that, the first
word you spoke. I mean no offence.

Th. (looking disappointed). Well, noan’s
ta’en. But thae dunnot say thae’s ne’er been
to Lancashire thisel’ ? _

Col. G. No, I don’t say that: I've been to
Lancashire several times.

Th. Wheer to?

Col. G. Why, Manchester.

Th. That’s noan ov it.

- Col. G. And Lancaster.

Th. Tut! tut! That’s noan of it, nayther.

Col. . And Liverpool. I was once there
for a whole week. :

Th. Nay, nay. Noather o' those plazes.
Fur away off "em.
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Col. G. But what does it matter where I
have or haven’t been ? |
- Th. Mun aw tell tho again? .Aw've lost
summut, aw tell tho. Didsto ne’er hear
tell ov th® owd woman ’at lost her shillin’?
" Hoo couldn’t sit her deawn beawt hoo
feawnd it! Yon’s me. (Hides his face in
his hands.)

Col. G. Ah! now I begin to guess! (aside).
—TYou don’t mean you've lost your——

Th. (starting up and grasping his stick with
both hands). Aw do mane aw've lost mo
yung lass ; and aw dunnot say thae’s feawnd
her, but aw do say thae knows wheer hoo is.
Aw do. Theighur! Nea then!

Col. G. What on earth makes you think
that? I don’t know what you're after.

Th. Thae knows well enough. Thae
knowed what aw’d lost afoor aw tou’d tho.
Yo' be denyin’ your own name. Thae
knows. Aw’ll tay tho afore the police, beout
thou gie her oop. Aw wull.
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Col. G. What story have you to tell the
police then? They’ll want to know.

Th. Story saysto? The dule’s i’ th’ mon!
Didn’t aw seigh th’ mon ’at stealed her away
goo into this heawse not mich over hauve °
an hour ago ?—Aw seigh him wi’ mo own
eighes.

Col. G. Why didn't you speak to him ?

- Th. He poppit in at th’ same. dur, and
- there aw’ve been a-watching ever since.
Aw've not took my eighes off ov it. He's
somewheeres now in this same heawse.

Col. G. He may have been out in the
morning (aside).—But you see there are more
doors than one to the place. There is a back
door ; and there is a door out into the street.

Th. Eigh! eigh! Th’ t'one has to do wi’
th’ t'other—have it ? Three dur-holes to one
shed! That looks bad!

Col. G. He’s not here, whoever it was.
There’s not a man but myself in the place.

Th. Hea am aw to know yo're not playin’



92 IF I HAD A FATHER.

a marlock wi’ mo? He'll be oop 1’ th’ heawse
theer. Aw mun go look (going).

Col. G. (preventing him). And how am I
to know you're not a housebreaker ? |

Th. Dun yo think an owd mon like mosel’
would be of mich use for sich wark as that,
mon ? ‘

Col. G. The more fit for a spy, though, to
see what might be made of it. ’

Th. Eh, mon! Dun they do sich things as
yon? But aw'm seechin’ nothin’, man nor
meawse, that donnot belung me. Aw tell yo
true. Gie mo mo Mattie, and aw’ll trouble yo
nomoor. Aw winnot—if yo'll give mo back
mo Mattie. (Comes close up to him and lays
kis hand on his arm.) Be yo a feyther, mon ?

Col. G. Yes.

Th. Ov a pratty yung lass?

Col. G. Well, no. I have but a son.

Th. Then thae winnot help mo?

Col. G. 1 shall be very glad to help you, if
you will tell me how.
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Th. Tell yor maister ’at Mattie's owd
feyther’s coom a’ the gait fro Rachda to fot
her whoam, and aw’ll be much obleeged to
him iv he’ll let her goo beout lunger delay,
for her mother wants her to whoam : hoo’s
but poorly. Tell yor maister that.

Col. G. But I don’t believe my master
knows anything about her.

Th. Aw’re tellin’ tho, aw seigh’ th’ mon
goo into this heawse but a feow minutes
agoo ?

Col. G. You've mistaken somebody for
him.

Th. Well, aw’'m beawn to tell tho moore.
Twothre days ago, aw seigh mo chylt coom
eawt ov this same dur—aw mane th’ heawse-
dur, yon.

Col. G. Are you sure of that?

Th. Sure as death. Aw seigh her back.

Col. G. Her back! Who could be sure of
a back ?

Th. By th’ maskins! dosto think I dunnot
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know mo Mattie’s back? I seign her coom
eawt o’ that dur, aw tell tho!

Col. G. Why didn’t you speak to her?

Th. Aw co'd.

Col. G. And she didn’t answer ? )

Th. Aw didn’t co’ leawd. Aw’re not will-
in’ to have ony mak ov a din.

Col. G. But you followed her surely?

Th. Aw did; but aw’re noan so good at
walkin’ as aw wur when aw coom ; th’ stwons
ha’ blistered mo fet. An itre the edge o’
dark like. Aw connot seigh weel at neet,
wi o’ th’ lamps; an afoor aw geet oop wi’
her, hoo's reawnd th’ nook, and gwon fro mo
seet.

Col. G. There are ten thousands girls in
London you might take for your own under
such circumstances—not -seeing more than
the backs of them.

Th. Ten theawsand girls like mo Mattie,
saysto >—wi’her greight eighes and her lung
yure ?—Puh !
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Col. G. But you've just said you didn’t see
her face ! o

Th. Dunnot aw know what th’ face ov mo
chylt be like, beout seein’ ov it? Aw'm noan
ov a lump-yed. Nobory as seigh her once
wouldn’t know her again.

Col. G. (aside). He’s a lunatic !—I don’t
see what I can do for you, old fellow.

Th. (rising). And aw met ha’ known it
beout axin’! O’reet! Aw'’re a greight foo’!
But aw’re beawn to coom in: aw lung’d to
goo through th’ same dur wi’ mo Mattie.
Good day, sir. It be like maister, like mon !
God’s curse upon o’ sich! (Zurns his back.
After a moment turns again.) Noa. Aw
winnot say that; for mo Mattie’s sake aw
winnot say that. God forgie you! (going by
the house).

Col. G. This way, please! {opening the
street-door).

Th. Aw see. Aw'm not to have a chance
ov seein’ oather Mattie or th’ mon. Lazit.
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CoL. G. resumes his boot absently. Re-enter
THoMAS, shaking his jist. '

Th. But aw tell tho, aw’ll stick to th’ place
day and neet, aw wull. Aw wull. Aw wull.

Col. G. Come back to-morrow.

Th. Coom back, saysto? Awll net goo
away (growing fierce). Wilto gie mo mo
Mattie? Aw’m noan beawn to ston here so
mich lunger. Wilto gie mo mo Mattie ? ’

Col. G. T cannot give you what I haven’t
got.

Th. Aw’ll break thi yed, thou wvillain!
(threatening him with his stick). Eh, Mattie!
Mattie! to loe sich a mon’s maister more’n
me! I would dey fur thee, Mattie. Ewit.

Col. G. It’s all a mistake, of course. There
are plenty of young men—Dbut my Arthur’s
none of such. I cannot believe it of him.
The daughter ! If I could find Zer, she would
settle the question. (It begins to grow dark.)
I must help the old man to find her. He’s
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sure to come back. Arthur dees not look the
least like it. But—(poliskes vigorously). I
cannot get this boot to look like a gentle-
man’s. I wish I had taken a lesson or two
- first. I'll get hold of a shoeblack, and make
him come for a morning or twe. No, he
does not look like it. There he comes. (Goes
on polishing.)

FEnter GER.

Ger. William !

Col. G. (turning). Yes, sir.

Ger. Light the gas. Any one called ?

Col. G. Yes, sir,

Ger. Who?

- Col. G. I don’t know, sir. (Lighting the -

‘gas.) '
Ger. You should have asked his name.

(Stands before the clay, contemplating it.)
Col. G. T'm sorry I forgot, sir. It was

only an old man from the country—after his

daughter, he said.

VOL. II. H
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"Ger. Came to offer his daughter, or him-
self perhaps. (Begins to work at the figure.) .
Col. G. (watching him stealthily). He
looked a respectable old party—from Lan-

cashire, he said.

Ger. 1 dare say. You will have many
such callers. Take the address. Models, you
know.

Col. G. If he calls again, sir?

Ger. Ask him to leave his address, I say.

Col. G. But he told me you knew her.

Ger. Possibly. I had a good many models
before I left. But it’s of no consequence; 1
don’t want any at present.

Col. G. He seemed in a great way, sir—
- and swore. I couldn’t make him out.

Ger. Ah! hm!

Col. G. He says he saw her come out of
the house.

Ger. Has there been any girl here ? Have
you seen any about ?

Col. G. No, sir.
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Ger. My aunt had a dressmaker to meet
her here the otherevening. I have had no
model since I came back.

Col. G. The man was in a sad taking
about her, sir. I didn’t know what to make
of it. There seemed some truth—something
suspicious.

Ger. Perhaps my aunt can throw some
light upon it. (CoL. G. lingers.) That will
do. (Zzit Cor. G.) How oddly the man
behaves! A sun-stroke in India, perhaps.
Or he may have had a knock on the head.
I must keep my eye on him. (Stops working,
steps backward, and gazes at the Psyche.)) She
is growing very like some one! Who can it
be? She knows she is puzzling me, the
beauty! See how she is keeping back a
smile! She knows if she lets one smile out,
her whole face will follow it through the
clay. How strange the half-lights of memory
are! You know and you don’t know—both
at once. Like a bat in the twilight you are
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sure of it, and the same moment it is no-
where. 'Who is my Psyche like 7—The fore-
head above the eyebrow, and round by the
temple? The half-playful, half-sorrowful
curve of the lip? The hope in the lifted
eyelid ? There is more thereé than ever I
put there. Some power has been shaping my
ends. By heaven, I have it —No—yes—it
is—it is Constance—momently dawning out
of the clay! What does this mean? Ske
never gave me a sitting—at least, she has
not done so for the last ten years—yet here
she is—she, and no other! I never thought
she was beautiful. When she came with my
aunt the other day though, I did fancy I saw
a new soul dawning through the lovely face.
Here it is—the same soul breaking through
the clay of my Psyche I—I will give just one
touch to the corner of the mouth.
Gives a few touches, then steps back again
and contemplates the figure. Turns
away and walks up and doun. The



IF I HAD A FATHER. 101

light darkens io slow plaintive music,
which lasts for a minute. Then. the
morning begins to dawn, gleaming blue
upon the statues and casts, and reveal-
ing GER. seated before his Psyche,
gazing at her. He rises, and exit.
Enter CoL. G. and looks about.

Col. G. T don’t know what to make of it!
Or rather I'm afraid I do know what to make
of it! Tt looks bad. He’s not been in bed
all night. But it shows he has some con-
science left—and that’s a comfort.

Enter Mrs. CLIFFORD, peeping round cautiously.

Col. G. What, Clara! you here so early!

Mrs. C. Well, you know, brother,' you're
so fond of mystery !

Col. G. It’s very kind of you to come!
But we must be very careful; I can’t tell
when my master may be home.

Mrs. C. Has he been out all night, then ?

Col. G. Oh no; he's just gone.
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Mrs. C. 1 never knew him such an early
bird. I made sure he was safe in bed for
a couple of hours yet. But I do trust,
Walter, you have had enough of this fooling,
and are prepared to act like a rational man
and a gentleman.

Col. G. On the contrary, Clara, with my
usual obstinacy, I am more determined than
ever that my boy shall not know me, until,
as I told you, I have rendered him such ser-
vice as may prove me not altogether un-
worthy to be his father. Twenty years of
neglect will be hard to surmount.

- Mrs. C. But mere menial service cannot
discharge the least portion of your obliga-
tions. As his father alone can you really
serve him.

Col. G. You persist in misunderstanding
me. This is not the service I mean. I scorn
the fancy. This is only the means, as I told
you plainly before, of finding out Aow I may
serve him—of learning what he really needs
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—or most desires. If I fail in discovering
how to recommend myseif to him, I shall go
back to India, and content myself with leav-
ing him a tolerable fortune.

Mrs. C. How ever a hair-brained fellow
like you, Walter, could have made such a
soldier '—Why don’t you tell your boy you
love him, and have done with it ?

Col. G. 1 will, as soon as I have proof to
back the assertion.

Mrs. C. I tell you it is rank pride.

Col. G. Tt may be pride, sister; but it
i1s the pride of a repentant thief who puts
off his confession until he has the money
in his hand to prove the genuineness of his
SOYTOW.

Mrs. C. It never was of any use to argue
with you, Walter ; you know that, or at least
I know it. So I give up.—I trust you have
got over your prejudice against his profes-
sion. It is not my fault.

Col. G. In truth, I had forgotten the pro-
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fession—as you call it—in watching the
professor.

- Mps. C. And has it not once occurred to
you to ask how he may take such watching ?

Col. G. By the time he is aware of it, he
will be ready to understand it.

Mrs. C. But suppose he should discover
you before you have thus established your
position ?

Col. G. 1 must run the risk.

‘Mrs. C. Suppose then you should thus
find out something he would not have you
know ?

Col. G. (hurriedly). Do you imagine his
servant might know a thing he would hide
* from his father ?

Mrs. C. 1 do not, Walter. I can trust
him. But he might well resent the espionage
of even his father. You cannot get rid of
the vile look of the thing.

Col. G. Again I say, my boy shall be my
judge, and my love shall be my plea. In any
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~ case I shall have to ask his forgiveness. But
‘there is his key in the lock! Run into the
~ house.
Ewzit Mrs. C. Enter GER., and goes
straight to the Psyche.
Col. G. Breakfast is waiting, sir.
Ger. By and by, William.
Col. G. You haven’t been in bed, sir!
Ger. Well? What of that ?
Col. G. I hope you’re not ill, sir.
Ger. Not in the least: I work all night -
sometimes.——You can go. (Cor. G. lingers,
_with a searching gaze at the Psyche.)—I don’t
want anything. o
Col. G. Pardon me, sir, but I am sure you
are ill. You've done no work since last
night.
Ger. (with displeasure). 1 am quite well,
and wish to be alone.
Col. G. Mayn’t I go and fetch a doctor,
sir? It is better to take things in time.
Ger. You are troublesome. (Ezit CoL. G.)
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—What can the fellow mean? He looked at
me so strangely too! He's officious—that’s
all, T dare say. A good sort of man, I do
think! William !—What is it in the man’s
face P—(Enter Col. G.) Is the breakfast
ready ?

Col. G. Quite ready, sir.

Ger. I'm sorry I spoke to you so hastily.
The fact is——

Col. G. Don’t mention it, sir. Speak as
you will to me; I shan’t mind it. When
there’s anything on a man’s conscience—I—I
—1I mean on a man’s mind '

Ger. What do you mean ?

Col. G. 1 mean, when there is anything
there, he can’t well help his temper, sir.

Ger. 1 don’t understand you; but, anyhow,
you—go too far, William.

Col.-G. I beg your pardonm, sir: I forgot
myself. I do humbly beg your pardon.
Shall I make some fresh coffee, sir? It’s
not cold—only it’s stood too long.
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Ger. The coffee will do well enough. (Ewit
Cor. G.)—Is she so beautiful ? (¢urning to the
Psyche)—Is there a likeness?—I see it.—
Nonsense! A mere chance confluence of the
ideal and the actual.—Even then the chance
must mean something. Such a mere chance
would indeed be a strange one !

Enter CONSTANCE.

Oh, my heart! here she comes! my Psyche
herselfI—Well, Constance !

Con. Oh, Arthur, I am so glad I've found
you! I want to talk to you about something.
I know you don’t care much about me now,
but I must tell you, for it would be wrong
not.

Ger. (aside). How beautiful she is! What
can she have to tell me about? It cannot be
—it shall not be-—. Sit down, won’t you ?
(offering her a chair.)

Con. No. You sit there (pointing to the
dais), and I will sit here (placing herself on
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the lower step). It was here I used to sit so
often when I was a little girl. Why can’t
one keep little? I was always with you
then! (Sighs.)

Ger. It is not my fault, Constance.

Con. Oh no! I suppose it can’t be. Only
I'don’t see why. Oh, Arthur, where should
I be but for you! I saw the old place yester-
day. How dreadful and yet how dear it
was ! '

Ger. Who took you there ?

Con. Nobody. I went alone.

Ger. Tt was hardly safe.—I don’t like your
going out alone, Constance.

Con.' Why, Arthur! I used to know every . -

court and alley about Shoreditch better than
I know Berkeley Square now !

Ger. But what made you go there?

Con. 1 went to find a dressmaker who has
been working for my aunt, and lost my way.
And—would you believe it >—I was actually
frightened ! ‘
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Ger. No wonder! There are rough people
about there.

Con. I never used to think them rough
when I lived among them with my father
and mother. There must be just as good
people there as anywhere else. Yet I could
not help shuddering at the thought of living
there again !-—How strange it made me feel !
You have been my angel, Arthur. What
would have become of me if you hadn’t taken
me, I dare not think.

Ger. 1 have had my reward, Constance :
you are happy.

Con. Not quite. There’s something I want
to tell you.

Ger. Tell on, child. -

Con. Oh, thank you!—that is how you
used to talk to me. (Hesitates.)

Ger. (with foreboding) Well, what is it ?

Con: (pulling the fingers of her gloves) A
gentleman—you know him—has been—call-
ing upon aunt—and me. We have seen a
good deal of him.
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Ger. Who is he ?

Con. Mr. Waterfield. (Keeps her eyes on
the floor.) '

Ger. Well?

Con. He says—he—he—he wants me to
marry him.—Aunt likes him.

Ger. And you?

Con. I like him too. I don’t think I like
him enough—I dare say I shall. It is so good
of him to take poor me! He is wvery rich,
they say.

Ger. Have you accepted him ?

Con. I am afraid he thinks so.—Ye—e—s.
—1I hardly know. '

Ger. Haven’'t you—been rather—in a
hurry—Constance ?

Con. No, indeed! I haven’t been in a .
hurry at all. He has been a long time
trying to make me like him. T have been
too long a burden to Mrs. Clifford.

Ger. So! itis her doing, then!

Con. You were away, you know.
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Ger. (bitterly)  Yes; too far—chipping
stones and making mud-pies! '

Con. I don’t know what you mean by that,
Arthur.

Ger. Oh—nothing. I mean that—that—.
Of course if you are engaged to him, then—

Con. I'm afraid I've done very wrong,
Arthur. If I had thought you would care!—
I knew aunt would be pleased !—she wanted
me to have him, I knew.—I ought to do
‘what T can to please her,—ought I not? I

have no right to- |

Ger. Surely, surely. Yes, yes; I under-
stand. It was not your fault. Only you
mustn’t marry him, if you——, Thank you
for telling me.

Con. 1 ought to have told you before—
before I let him speak to me again. But I
didn’t think you would care—not much.

Ger. Yes, yes. |

Con. (looking up with anxiety) Ah! you
are vexed with me, Arthur! I see how wrong
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it was now. I never saw you look like that.
I am very, very sorry. (Bursts into tears.)

Ger. No, mno, child! Only it is rather’
sudden, and I want to think about it. Shall
I send William home with you ? '

Con. No, thank you. I have a cab waiting.
You're not angry with your little beggar,
Arthur ?

Ger. What is there to be angry about,
child ? ,
Con. That I—did anything without asking

you first.

Ger. Nonsense! You couldn’t help it.
Yow're not to blame one bit.

Con. Oh, yes, T am! I ought to have
asked you first. But indeed I did not know
you would care. Good-bye.—Shall I go at
once ? '

Ger. Good-bye. (Ezit CoN., looking back
troubled.) Come at last! Oh fool! fool! fool !
In love with her at last!—and too late! For
three years I haven’t seen her—have not
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once written to her! Since I came back I've
seen her just twice,—and now in the very
hell of love! The ragged little darling that
used to lie coiled up there in that corner!
If it were my sister, it would be hard to lose
her so! And to such a fellow as that ! —not
even a gentleman! How could she take him
for one! That does perplex me! Ah, well!
I suppose men kave borne such things before,
and men will bear them again! I must work!
Nothing but work will save me. (Approaches
the Psyche, but turns from it with a look of de-
spair and disqust.) What a fool I have been !
—Constance ! Constance |—A brute like that
to touch one of her fingers! God in heaven!
It will drive me mad. (Rushes out, leaving
the door open.)

Enter CoL. GERVAISE.

Col. G. Gone again! and without his
breakfast! My poor boy! There’s some-
thing very wrong with you! It’s that girl!

VOL. IL 1
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It must be! But there’s conscience in him
yet!—It is all my fault. If I had been a
father to him, this would never have hap-
pened.—If he were to marry the girl now ?—
Only, who can tell but ske led Aim astray ?
I have known such a thing. (Sits down and
buries his face in his hands.)

Enter W ATERFIELD.

Wat. Is Mr. Gervaise in ?

Col. G. (rising) No, sir.

Wat. Tell him I called, will you? [Eat.

Col. G. Yes, sir.—Forgot again. Young
man ;— gentleman or cad !—don’t know;
think the latter.

Enter THOMAS.
Th. Han yo heard speyk ov mo chylt yet,
gir ?
Col. G. (starting up). In the name of God,
I know nothing of your child ; but bring her
here, and I will give you a hundred pounds
—in golden sovereigns.
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Th. Hea am aw to fot her yere, when I
dunnot know wheer hoo be, sir ?

Col. G. That’s your business. Bring her,
and there will be your money.

Th. Dun yo think, sir, o’ the gouden
suverings 1’ th’ Bank ov England would put
a sharper edge on mo oud eighes when they
look for mo lass? Eh, mon! Yo dunnot
know the heart ov a feyther—ov the feyther
ov a lass-barn, sir. Han yo kilt and buried
her, and nea be yo sorry for't? I' hoo be
dead and gwoan, tell mo, sir, and aw’ll goo
whoam again, for mo oud lass be main
lonesome beout mo, and we'll wait till we
goo to her, for hoo winnot coom no moor
to us.

Col. G. For anything I know, your daugh-
ter is alive and well. Bring her here, I say,
and I will make you happy.

Th. Aw shannot want thee or thi suver-
ings either to mak mo happy then, maister.
Iv aw hed a houd o’ mo lass, it's noan o’ yere
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aw'd be a coomin’ wi’ her. It’s reet streight
whoam to her mother we'd be gooin’, aw’ll
be beawn. Nay, nay, mon !—aw’m noan sich
a greight foo as yo tak mo for.

Ezit. Cor. G. follows him. Enter. GER.
Sits down before the Psyche, but without
looking at her.

Ger. Oh those fingers! They are striking
terrible chords on my heart! I will conquer
it. But I will love her. The spear shall fill
its own wound. To draw it out and die,
would be no victory. “I’ll but lie down and
bleed awhile, and then I'll rise and fight
again.” Brave old Sir Andrew!

Ehnter Cor. G.

Col. G. I beg your pardon, sir—a young
man called while you were out.

" Ger. (listlessly). Very well, William.

Col. G. Is there any message, if he calls
again, sir ? He said he would.

Ger. No. (CoL. G. lingers.) You can go
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Col. G. 1 hope you feel better, sir ?

Ger. Quite well. '

Col. G. Can I get you anything, sir?

Ger. No, thank you; I want nothing.—
Why do you stay ? |

Col. G. Can’t you think of something I
can do for you, sir ?

Ger. Fetch that red cloth.

Col. G. Yes, sir.

Ger. Throw it over that——

Col. G. This, sir ?

Ger. No, no—the clay there. Thank you.
(A Enock at the door.) See who that is.

Col. G. Are you at home, sir?

Ger. That depends. Not to Mr. Water-
fild. Oh, my head! my head! [Ezit CoL.G.

Enter CONSTANCE. (XER. starts, but keeps his
head leaning on his hand.

Con. 1 forgot to say to you, Arthur,—.
But you are ill! What is the matter, dear
Arthur ?
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Ger. (without looking up) Nothing—only
a headache. 4

Con. Do come home with me, and let aunt
and me nurse you. Don’t be vexed with me
any more. I will do whatever you like. I
couldn’t go home without seeing you again.
And now I find you ill!

Ger. Not a bit. I am only dreadfully
busy. I must go out of town. I am so busy!
I can’t stay in it a moment longer. I have
so many things to do.

Con. Mayn’t I come and see you while you
work? I never used to interrupt you. I
want so to sit once more in my old place.
(Draws a stool towards him.)

Ger. No, no—not—not there! Constance
used to sit there. William !

Con. You frighten me, Arthur!

Enter CoL. G

Ger. Bring a chair, William.
Constance sits down like a chidden child.
Ezit CoL. G.
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Con. 1 must have offended you more
than I thought, Arthur! What can I say?
It is so stupid to be always saying I am
sorry.

Ger. No, no. But some one may call.

Con. You mean more than that. Will you
not let me understand ?

Ger. Your friend Mr. Waterfield called a
few minutes ago. He will be here again
presently, I dare say.

Con. (indifferently). Indeed !

Ger. 1 suppose you appointed—expected—
to meet him here.

Con. Arthur! Do you think I would
come to you to meet Aim? I saw him this
morning ; I don’t want to see him again. I
wish you knew him.

Ger. Why should you want me to know
him ? |

Con. Because you would do him good.

Ger. What good does he want done him ?

Con. He has got beautiful things in him—
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talks well—in bits—arms and feet .and faces
—never anything like—(turning to the Psyche)
Why have you——? Has she been naughty .
too ?

Ger. Is it only naughty things that must
be put out of sight, Constance ?

Con. Dear Arthur! you spoke like your
own self then.

Ger. (rising hurriedly). Excuse me. I must
go. It is very rude, but—William !

Enter CoL. G.

Col. G. Yes, sir.

Ger. Fetch a hansom directly.

Col. G. Yes, sir. Euzit.

Con. You do frighten me, Arthur! Iam
sure you are ill. ‘

Ger. Not at all.. T have an engagement.

Con. I must go then—must I?

Ger. Do not think me unkind ?

Con. 1 will not think anything you would
not have me think.
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Re-enter CoL. G.

Col. G. The cab is at the door, sir.

Ger. Thank you. Then show Miss Lacor-
dere out. Stay. I will open the door for
. her myself. Ezeunt GER. and CoN.

Col. G. He speaks like one in despair,
forcing every word! If he should die! Oh,
my God !

* Re-enter GER.  Walks up and down the room. .

Col. G. Ain’t you going, sir ?

Ger. No. 1 have sent the lady in the cab.

Col. G. Then hadn’t you better lie down,
sir ? '

Ger. Lie down! What do you mean? I'm
not in the way of lying down except to
sleep. . '

Col. G. And let me go for the doctor, sir ?

Ger. The doctor! Ha! ha ha!—You are
a soldier, you say ?

Col. G. Yes, sir.
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Ger. Right. We're all soldiers—or ought
to be. I will put ‘y‘ou to your catechism.
What is a soldier’s first duty ?

Col. G. Obedience, sir.

[GER: sits down and leans his head on his

hands. Cor. G. watches him.

Ger. Ah! obedience, is it? Then turn
those women out. They will hurt you—may
kill you; but you must not mind that. They
burn, they blister, and they blast, for as
white as they look! The hottest is the white
fire. But duty, old soldier !—obedience, you
know ! —Ha! ha! Oh, my head! my head!
I believe I am losing my senses, William. I
was in a bad part of the town this morning.
I went to see a place I knew long ago. It
had gone to hell—but the black edges of it
were left. There was a smell—and I can’t
get it out of me. Oh, William! William !
take hold of me. Don’t let them come near
me. Psyche is laughing at me. I told you
to throw the red cloth over her.
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Col. G. My poor boy !
- Ger. Don’t fancy you're my father, though!
I wish you were. But I cannot allow that.—
Why the devil didn’t you throw the red cloth
over that butterfly ? She’s sucking the blood
from my heart.

Col. G. You said the Psyche, sir! The
red cloth is over the Psyche, sir. Look. ,

Ger. Yes. Yes. I beg your pardon. Take
it off. It is too red. It will scorch her
wings. It burns my brain, Take it off, I
say ! (CoL. G. uncovers the Psyche.) There!
I told you! She’s laughing at me! Un-
grateful child! 7I’m not her Cupid. Cover.
‘her up. Not the red cloth again. It’s too
hot, I say. I won’t torture Aer. I am a
man and I can bear it. She’s a woman and
she shan’t bear it.

Sinks back in his chair. Covr. G: lays him

on the dais, and sits down beside him.

Col. G. His heart’s all right! And

when a fellow’s miserable over his faults,
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there must be some way out of them.—
But the consequences P—Ah! there’s the -
rub.

Ger. What's the matter? Where am I?

Col. G. T must fetch a doctor, sir. You've
been in a faint.

Ger. Why couldn’t I keep in it? It was
very nice: you know nothing—and that’s
the nicest thing of all. Why is it we can’t
stop, William ?

Col. G. 1 don’t understand you, sir.

Ger. Stop living, I mean. It's no use
killing yourself, for you don’t stop then. At
least they say you go on living all the same.
If I thought it did mean stopping, William—

Col. G. Do come to your room, sir.

Ger. T won’t. Tl stop here. How hot it
is! Don’t let anybody in.

Stretches out his hand. Cor. G. holds it.

He falls asleep.

Col. G. What shall I do? If he married

her, he’d be miserable, and make her miser-
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able too. I'll take her away somewhere. I'll
be a father to her; I’ll tend her as if she
were his widow. But what confusions would
follow! Alas! alas! one crime is the mother
of a thousand miseries! And now he’s in for
a fever—typhus, perhaps!—I must find this
‘girl'—What a sweet creature that Miss
Lacordeére is! If only he might have Aer!
I don’t care what she was.

Ger. Don’t let them near me, William !
They will drive me mad. They think I shall
love them. I will not. If she comes one
step nearer, I shall strike her. You Diana!
Hecate! Hell-cat ' —Fire-hearted Chaos is
burning me to ashes!. My brain is a cinder!
Some water, William !

Col. G. Here it is, sir.

Ger. But just look to Psyche there. Ah!
she’s off! There she goes! melting away in
the blue, like a dissolving vapour. Bring me
my field-glass, William. I may catch a
glimpse of her yet. Make haste.
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Col. G. Pray don’t talk so, sir. Do be
quiet, or you will make yourself very ill.
Think what will become of me if——

Ger. What worse would you be, William ?
You are a soldier. I must talk. You are all
wrong about it : it keeps me quiet (kolding -
his head with both hands). 1 should go raving
mad else (wildly). Give me some water.
(He drinks eagerly, then looks slowly round
the room.) Now they are gone, and I do
believe they won't come again! I see
everything—and your face, William. You
are very good to me—very patient! I
should die if it weren’t for you.

Col. G. 1 would die for you, sir.

Ger. Would you ? But perhaps you don’t
care much for your life. ~Anybody might
have my life for the asking. I dare say it’s
Jjust as good to be dead. —Ah! there is a toad
—a toad with a tail! No; it'’s a toad with a
‘slow-worm after him. Take them away,
William !—Thank you.—I used to think life
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pleasant, but now—somehow there’s nothing
in it. She told me the truth about it—Con-
stance did. Don't let those women come back.
" What if I should love them, William !—love
and hate them both at once! William!
William! (A knock at the door.) See who
that is. Mind you don’t let zkem in.

Col. G. Martha is there, sir.

Ger. She's but an old woman; she can’t
keep them out. They would walk over her.
. All the goddesses have such long legs! You
go and look. You'll easily know them: if
they’ve got no irises to their eyes, don’t let
them in, for the love of God, William! Real
women have irises to their eyes: those have
none—those frightful snowy beauties.—And
yet snow is very nice! And I'm so hot!
There they come again ! Ezit CoL. G.

Enter Mrs. CLIFFORD.

Ger. Aunt! aunt! help me! There they
come !
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Mrs. C. What isit, my Arthur? They shan’t
hurt you. I am here. I will take care of you.

Ger. Yes, yes, you will! I am not a bit
afraid of them now. Do you know them,
aunt ? T'll tell you a secret : they are Juno
and Diana and Venus.—They hate sculptors.
But I never wronged them. Three white
women — only, between their fingers and
behind their knees they are purple —and
inside their lips, when they smile—and in
the hollows of their eyes—ugh! They want
me to love them; and they say you are all—
all of you women—no better than they are.
I know that is a lie; for they have no eyelids
and no irises to their eyes.

Mrs. C. Dear boy, they shan’t come near
you. Shall I sing to you, and drive them
away ? .

Ger. No, don’t. I can’t bear birds in my
brain.

Mrs. C. How long have you had this
headache ? (laying her hand on his forehead.)
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Ger. Only a year or two—since the white
woman came—that woman (pointing to the
Psyche). She’s been buried for ages, and
won’t grow brown. :

Mprs. C. There’s no woman there, Arthur.

Ger. Of course not. It was an old story
that bothered me. Oh, my head! my head!
—There’s my father standing behind the
door and won’t come in!—He could help
me now, if he would. William! show my
father in. But he isn’t in the story—so he
can’t.

Mrs. C. Do try to keep yourself quiet,
Arthur. The doctor will be here in a few
minutes.’

Ger. He shan’t come here! He would
put the white woman out. She does smell
earthy, but I won’t part with her. (4 Znock.)
What a devil of a noise! Why don’t they
use the knocker? What’s the use of taking
a sledge-hammer ?

Mrs. C. It’s that stupid James!

VOL. IIL. K
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Enter CoNsTANCE. MRS, C. goes to meet her. .

Mrs. C. Constance, you go and hurry the
doctor. I will stay with Arthur.

Con. Is he very ill, aunt ?

Mrs. C. I'm afraid he is.

Ger. (sitting up). Constance! Constance!

Con. Here I am ! (running to him).

Ger. Oh, my head! I wish I could find
somewhere to lay it !—Sit by me, Constance,
and let me lay my head on your shoulder—
for one minute—only one minute. It aches
so! (She sits down by him. Iis head sinks on
her shoulder. MRs. C. looks annoyed, and exit.)

Con. Thank you, thank you, dear Arthur!
(sobbing). You used to like me! I could not,
believe you hated me now. You Aave for-
given me? Dear head! '

He closes his eyes. Slow plaintive music.

Ger. (half waking). 1 can’t read. When
I get to the bottom of the page, I wonder
what it was all about. I shall never get
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to Garibaldi! and if I don’t, I shall never
get farther. If I could but keep that one
line away! It drives me mad, mad. «He
took her by the lily-white hand.”—I could
strangle myself for thinking of such things,
but they will come!—I won’t go mad. I
should never get to Garibaldi, and never
be rid of this red-hot ploughshare ploughing
up my heart. I will not go mad! I will
die like a man.

Con. Arthur! Arthur!

Ger. God in heaven! she is there! And
the others are behind her!—Psyche! Psyche!
Don’t speak to those women! Come alone,
and I will tear my heart out and give it you.
—1It is Psyche herself now, and the rest are
gone! Psyche—listen.

Con. 1It’s only me, Arthur! your own little
Constance ! If aunt would but let me stay
and nurse you! But I don’t know what’s
come to her : she’s not like herself at all.

Ger. Who's that behind you ?
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Con. Behind me? (looking round). There’s
nobody behind me.

Ger. I thought there was somebody behind
_you. William ! —What can have become of
: William ?

Con. 1 dare say aunt has sent him some-
where. '

Ger. Then he’s gone! he’s gone!

Con. You're not afraid of being left alone
with me, Arthur? '

Ger. Oh no! of course not?—What can
have become of William? Don’t you know
they sent him —not those women, but the
dead people—to look after me? He’s a good
fellow. He said he would die for me. Ha!
ha! ha! Not much in that—is there ?

Con. Don’t laugh so, dear Arthur.

Ger. Well, T won’t. I have something
to tell you, Constance. I will try to keep
my senses till I've told you. ‘

Con. Do tell me. I hope I haven’t done
anything more to vex you. Indeed I am
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sorry. I won’t speak to that man again, if
you like. I would rather not—if you wish it.

Ger. What right have I to dictate to you,
my child ?

Con. Every right. Iam yours. Ibelong to
* you. Nobody owned me when you took me.

Ger. Don’t talk like that; you will drive
me mad.

Con. Arthur! Arthur!

Ger. Listen to me, Constance. I am going
to Garibaldi. He wants soldiers. I must
not live an idle life any longer.—We must
part, Constance.—Good-bye, my darling !

Con. No, no; not yet; we’ll talk about it
by-and-by. You see I shall have ever so
many things to make for you before you can
go! (smiling).

Ger. Garibaldi can’t wait, Constance—and
I can’t wait. I shall die if I stop here.

Con. Oh, Arthur, you are in some trouble,
and you won’t tell me what it is, so I can’t
help you!
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Ger. 1 shall be killed, I know. I mean to
- be. 'Will you think of me sometimes ? Give
me one kiss. I may have a last kiss.

Con. (weeping.) My heart will break if you
talk like that, Arthur. I will do anything
you please. There’s something wrong, dread-

'~ fully wrong! And it must be my fault!—

Oh! there’s that man! (starting up.) He
shall not come here.
[Runs to the house-door, and stands listening,
with her hand on the key.

END OF ACT 1.
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ACT II

SCENE.—A street in Mayfair. Mrs. CLiF-
FORD’S house. A pastiycoolc’s shop. Boys
looking in at the window.

Bill. I say, Jim, ain’t it a lot o’ grub? If

I wos a pig now,

Jack. I likes to hear Bill a supposin’ of
hisself. Go it, Bill!-—There ain’t nothink 4e
can’t suppose hisself, Jim.—Bein’ as you ain’t

a pig, Bill, you've got yer own trotters, an’
yer own tater-trap.

Bill. Vereupon blue Bobby eccosts me
with the remark, “I wants you, Bill;” and
seein’ me too parerlyzed to bolt, he pops me
in that ’ere jug vithout e’er a handle.

Jack. Mother kep’ a pig once.

Jim. What was he like, Jack ?
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Jack. As-like any other pig as ever he
could look; accep’ that where other pigs is
black he wor white, an’ where other pigs is
white he wor black. :

Jim. Did you have the milk in your tea,
Jack?

Jack. Pigs ain’t got no milk, Jim, you
stupe !

Bill. Pigs has milk, Jack, only they don’t
give it to coves.—I wish I wos the Lord
Mayor!

Jack. Go it again, Bill. He ought ha’ been
a beak, Bill ought. What 'ud you do, Bill,
supposin’ as how you wos the Lord Mayor ?

Bill. I'd take all the beaks, an’ all the
peelers, an’ put their own bracelets on ’em,
an’ feed ’em once a day on scraps o’ wittles to
bring out the hunger : a cove can’t be hungry
upon nuffin at all.

Jim. He gets what mother calls the
squeamishes.

Jack. Well, Bill ?
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Bill. Well, the werry moment their bellies
was as long an’ as loose as a o’-clo™-bag of
a winter’s mornin’, I'd bring ’em all up to
this ’ere winder, five or six at a time—with
the darbies on, mind ye——

Jim. And I'm to be there to see, Bill—
cain’t I? .

Bill. If you're good, Jim, an’ don’t forget
yer prayers.

Jack. My eye! it’s as good as a penny
gaff! Go it, Bill.

Bill. Then I up an’ addresses 'em: “My
Lords an’ Gen’lemen, ’cos as how ye're all
good boys, an’ goes to church, an’ don’t eat
too many wittles, an’ don’t take off your brace-
lets when you goes to bed, you shall obswerve
me eat.”

Jim. Go it, Bill! T likes you, Bill.

Bill. No, Jim ; T must close. The imagi-
nation is a 'ungry gift, as the cock said when
he bolted the pebbles. Let’s sojourn the
meetin’.
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Jack. Yes; come along. ’Tain’t a com-
fable corner this yere : the wind cuts round
uncommon sharp. Them pies ain’t good—
leastways not to look at.

Bill. They ain’t disgestible. But look ye -
here, Jack and Jim—hearkee, my kids. (Puts
an arm round the neck of gach, and whispers
Jirst to one and then to the other.)

Enter MATTIE and SUSAN.

Sus. Now, Mattie, we're close to the house,
an’ I don't want to be seen with you, for
she’s mad at me.

Mat. You must have made her mad, then,
Sue.

Sus. She madded me first: what else when
she wouldn’t believe a word I said ? She’d ha’
sworn on the gospel book, we sent the parcel
up the spout. Butshe’ll believe you, an’ give
you something, and then we’ll have a chop !

Mat. How can you expect that, Sue, when
the work’s lost ?
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Sus. Never mind ; you go and see.

Mat. 1 shan’t take it, Susan. I couldn’t.

Sus. Stuff and nonsense! Tl wait you-
round the corner: I don’t like the smell o’
them pastry things.

Ezit. MATTIE walks past the window.
. Mat. I don’t like going. It makes me feel
a thief to be suspected.

Bill. Lor! it’'s our Mattie! There’s our
Mattie | —Mattie! Mattie!

Mat. Ah, Bill! you're there—are you ?

Bill. Yes, Mattie. It’s a tart-show. You
walks up and takes yer chice ;—leastways,
you makes it : somebody else takes it.

Mat. Wouldn't you like to fake your choice
sometimes, Bill? |

Bill. In course I would.

Mat. Then why don’t you work, and better
yourself a bit ? |

Bill. Bless you, Mattie! myself is werry
comf’able. He never complains. .

Mat. You're hungry sometimes,—ain’t you?
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Bill. Most remarkable ’ungry, Mattie—
this werry moment. Odd you should ask
now—ain’t it ?

Mat. You would get plenty to eat if you
would work.

Bill. Thank you—I'd rayther not. Them
as ain’t ‘ungry never enjys their damaged
tarts. If I'm ’appy, vere’s the odds? as the
cat said to the mouse as wanted to be let off
the engagement. Why should I work more’n
any other gen’leman ? _

Mat. A gentleman that. don’t work is a
curse to his neighbours, Bill.

Bill. Bless you, Mattie! I ain’t a curse—
nohow to nobody. I don’t see as you've got
any call to say that, Mattie. I don’t go
fakin’ clies, or crackin’ cribs—nothin’ o’ the
sort. An’I don’t mind doin’ of a odd job, if
it 7s a odd one. Don’t go for to say that
again, Mattie.

Mat. T won’t, then, Bill. But just look at
yourself!—You're all in rags.
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Bill. Rags is the hairier, as the Skye
terrier said to the black-an’-tan.—I shouldn’t
object to a new pair of old trousers, though.

Mat. Why don’t you have a pair of real
new ones ? If you would only sweep a
crossing

Bill. There ain’t a crossin’ but what’s took.
Besides, my legs ain’t put\together for one
place all day long. It ain’t to be done,
Mattie. They can’t do it.

Mat. There’s the shoe-black business, then.

Bill. That ain’t so bad, acause you can
shoulder your box and trudge. But if it’s all
the same to you, Mattie, I'd rayther enj’y
life : they say it’s short.

Mat. But it ain’t the same to me. It’s so
bad for you to be idle, Bill !

Bill. Not as I knows on. I'm tollable
jolly, so long’s I gets the browns for my bed.

Mat. Wouldn’t you like a bed with a
blanket to it ?

Bill. Well, yes—if it was guv to me. But
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I don’t go in for knocking of yourself about,
to sleep warm. '

Mat. Well, look here, Bill. It’s all Susan
and I can do to pay for our room, and get
a bit of bread and a cup of tea. It ain’t
enough.—If you were to earn a few penée
now——

Bill. Oh golly! I never thought o’ that.
What a hass I wur, to be sure! I'll go a
shoe-blackin’ to-morror—I will.

Mat. Did you ever black a shoe, Bill ?

Bill. T tried a boot oncet—when Jim wor
a blackin’ for a day or two. But I made
nothink on it—nothink worth mentionin’.
The blackin’ or som’at was wrong. The gen-
’leman said it wur coal-dust, an’ he’d slog me,
an’ adwised me to go an’ learn my trade.

Mat. And what did you say to that?

Bill. Holler'd out ¢ Shine yer boots!” as
loud as I could holler.

Mat. You must try my boots next time
you come.
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Bill. This wery night, Mattie. Ill make
’em shine like plate glass—see then if I don’t.
But wherell I get a box and brushes ?

Mat. You shall have our brushes and my
footstool.

Bill. Tsee! Turn the stool upside down,
put the brushes in, and carry it by one leg—
as drunken Moll does her kid.—Here you are,
sir! Black your boots, sir ?—Shine your
trotters, sir ? (bawling.)

Mat. That’ll do; that’ll do, Bill! Famous!
You needn’t do it again (kolding her ears).
Would you like a tart ? .

Bill. Just wouldn’t I, then !—Shine your
boooooots !

Mat. (Iaicgking). Do hold your tongue,
Bill. There’s a penny for a tart.

Bill. Thank you, Mattie. Thank you.

Ezit into the shop.

Jack and Jim (touching their supposed caps).
~ Please, ma’am! Please, ma’am! I likes ’em
too. I likes ’em more 'n Bill.
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Mat. T'm very sorry, but—( feeling in her
pocket) I've got a ha’penny, I believe. No— -
there’s a penny! You must share it, you

know. (Gives it to Jack.
Clifford’s door.)

Jack and Jim. Thank you, ma’am. Thank
you, ma’am.

Knocks at Mrs.

Exit MATTIE into MRS. CLIFFORD’S. |
Jim. Now, Jack, what’s it to be ?
Jack. 1 believe I shall spend it in St.
Martin’s Lane.

Jim. A ha’p’orth on it’s mine, you know,
Jack. '

Jack. Well, you do put the stunners on
me ! '
Jim. She said we wos to divide it—she did.

Jack. "Taint possible. It beats my ivories.
(He pretends to bite it.

JIM flies at him in a
rage.)

Re-enter BiLL, with his mouth full.

Bill. Now what are you two a squaBinn’
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over? Oh! Jack’s got a yennep, and Jim’s
lookin’ shirty.

Jim. She told him to divide it, and he
won'’t.

Bill. Who told him ?

Jim. Mattie.

Bill. You dare, Jack? Hand over.

Jack. Be hanged if I do. ‘

Bill. Then do and be hanged. (4 struggle.)
There,Jim! Now you go and buy what you
like. .

Jim. Am I to give Jack the half?

Bill. Yes, if our Mattie said it.

Jim. All right, Bill. (Goes into the shop.)

Jack. T owe you one for that, Bill.

Bill. Owe it me then, Jack. I do like fair
play—always did (eating).

Jack: You ain’t a sharin’ of your yennep,
Bill.

Bill. Mattie didn’t say I was to. She
knowed one wouldn’t break up into three

nohow. ’Tain’t in natur’, Jack.
VOL. II. L
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Jack. You might ha’ guv me a bite, any-
how, Bill. ‘

Bill. It ain’t desirable, Jack—size o’ trap
dooly considered. Here comes your share.

Re-enter JIM.  Glves a bun to JACK.

Jim. 1 tell you what, Bill—she ain’t your
Mattie. She ain’t nobody’s Mattie; she’s a
hangel.

Bill. No, Jim, she ain’t a hangel; she ’ain’t
got no wings, leastways outside her cloes,

and she ’ain’t got clo’es enough to hide ’em. .

T wish I wos a hangel !

Jack. At it again, Bill! I do like to hear
Bill a wishin’ of hisself! Why, Bill ?

Bill. Acause they’re never 'ungry.

Jack. How do you know they ain’t?

Bill. You never sees ’em loafin’ about
nowheres.

Jim. Is Mattie your sister, Bill ?

Bill. No, Jim; I ain’t good nough to have
a sister like she.
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Jack. Your sweetheart, Bill? Ha! ha!
ha ! '

Bill. Dry up, Jack.

Jim. Tell me about her, Bill. 1 didn’t jaw
you.

Bill. She lives in our court, Jim. Makes
shirts and things.

Jack. Oh! ho!

BiLL Aits JAcK. JACK doubles himself up.

Bill. Jim, our Mattie ain’t like other
gals; I never see her out afore this blessed
day —upon my word and honour, Jim,
never ! ‘

Jack (wiping his nose with his sleeve). You
don’t know a joke from a jemmy, Bill.

Bill. Tl joke you!—A hangel tips you a
tart, and you plucks her feathers! Get on
. tother side of the way, you little dirty devil,
or I'll give you another smeller—cheap too.
Off with you!

Jack. No, Bill; no, please. I'm wery
sorry. I ain’t so bad’s all that comes to.
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Bill. If you wants to go with Jim and me,
then behave like a gen’leman.

Jim. 1 calls our Mattie a brick!

Bill. None o your jaw, Jim! She ain’t
your Mattie.

Enter THOMAS.

Tho. Childer, dun yo know th’ way to
Paradise—Row, or Road, or summat ?

Bill. Dunnow, sir. You axes at the
Sunday-school.

Tho. Wheer’s th’ Sunday-school, chylt ?

Bill. Second door round the corner, sir.

Tho. Second dur reawnd th’ corner! Which
corner, my man ?

Bill. Round any corner. Second door ’s
all-ways Sunday-school. (Zakes a sight.
Ezeunt boys.)

THOMAS sits down on a door-step.

Tho. Eh, but aw be main weary! Surely
'th’ Lord dunnot be a forsakin’ ov mo. There’s
that abeawt th’ lost ship. QOop yon, wheer
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th’ angels keep greight flocks ov ’em, they
dunnot like to lose one ov ’em, an” they met
well be helpin’ ov mo to look for mo lost
lamb i’ this awful plaze! What has th’ shep-
herd o’ th’ sheep himsel’ to do, God bless
him! but go look for th’ lost ones and carry
‘’em whoam! 'O Lord! gie mo mo Mattie.
Aw'm a silly ship mosel, a sarchin’ for mo
lost lamb. (Boys begin to gather and stare.)
She’s o’ the world to me. O Lord, hear mo,
and gie mo mo Mattie. Nea, aw’ll geet oop,
and go look again. (Rrses.)

First Boy. Ain’t he a cricket, Tommy ?

Second Boy. Spry, ain't he? Prod him,
and see him jump. (General insult.)

Tho. Why, childer, what have aw done,
that yo cry after mo like a thief?

First Boy. Daddy Longlegs! Daddy Long-
legs!

They hustle and crowd him. Re-enter BILL.

TraoMas makes a rush. They run. He
seizes BiLL.  They gather again. ‘
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Tho. Han yo getten a mother, lad ?

Bill. No, thank ye. ’Ain’t got no mother.
Come of a haunt, I do.

First Boy. Game!—ain’t he ?

Tho. Well, awll tak yo whoam to yor
aunt—aw wull.

Bill. Will you'now, old chap? Wery well.
(Squats.)

Tho. (holding him wup by the collar, and
shaking his stick over him). Tell mo wheer’s
yor aunt, or aw’ll breyk every bone i’ yor
body.

Bill (wriggling and howling and rubbing his
eyes with alternate sleeves). Let me go, I
say. Let me go and Tl tell ye. I will
indeed, sir.

Tho. (letting go). Wheer then, mo lad ?

Bill (starting up). T the church-cellar,
sir—first bin over the left—feedsjmusty, and
smells strong. Ho! ho! ho! (7akes a sight.)

THOMAS makes a dart. BILL dodges him.

First Boy. Ain’t he a cricket now, Tommy?
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Second Boy. Got one leg too many for a
cricket, Sam.

Third Boy. That’s what he jerks hisself
with, Tommy.

Tho. Boys, I want to be freens wi’ yo.
Here’s a penny.

One of the boys knocks it out of his hand.

A scramble.

Tho. Now, boys, dun yo know wheer’s a
young woman bi th’ name ov Mattie—some-
wheer abeawt Paradise Row ?

First Boy. Yes, old un.

Second Boy. Lots on ’em.

Third Boy. Which on em’ do you want,
Mr. Cricket ?

Fourth Boy. You ain’t peticlar, I s’pose,
old corner-bones ?

First Boy. Don’t you fret, old stilts. We'll
find you a Mattie. There’s plenty on ’em—
all nice gals.

Tho. I want mo own Mattie.

First Boy. Why, you'd never tell one from
t'other on ’em !
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Third Boy. All on ’em wery" gla;.d to see
old Daddy Longlegs!

Tho. Oh dear! Oh dear! What an awful
plaze this Lon'on do be! To see the childer
80 bad !

Second Boy. Don’t cry, gran’pa. She'd
chaff you worser n us! We're only poor
little innocent boys. We don’t know nothink,
bless you! Oh no! .

First Boy. You'd better let her alone, arter
all, bag 0’ mails.

Second Boy. Ske’ll have it out on you now,
for woppin’ of her when she wor a kid.

First Boy. She’s a wopper herself now.

Third Boy. Mighty fine, with your shirt
for a great-coat. He! he! he! A

Fourth Boy. Mattie never kicks us poor
innocent boys—cos we ‘ain’t got no mothers
to take our parts. Boo hoo !

Enter JAcCK—his hands in his pockets.

- Jack. What’s the row, Bill ?
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. Bill. Dunnow, Jack. Old chap collared
me when I wasn’t alludin’ to him. He’s after
some Mattie or other. It can’t be our Mattie.
She wouldn’t never have such a blazin’ old
parient as that.

Jack. Supposin’ it was your Mattie, Bill,
~ would you split, and let Scull-and-cross-bones
nab her?

Bill. Would I? Would I ’and over our
Mattie to her natural enemy ? Did you ax it,
Jack ?

Jack. Natural enemy ! My eye, Bill! what
words you fakes!

Bill. Ain’t he her natural enemy, then ?
Ain’t -it yer father as bumps yer ’ed, an’
cusses ye, an’ lets ye see him eat ? Afore he
gets our Mattie, I'll bite ! )

Tho. Poor lad! poor lad! Dunnot say
that! Her feyther’s th’ best freen’ hoo’s
getten. Th’ moor’s th’ pity, for it’s not mich
he can do for her. But he would dee for her
—he would.
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Boys (all together). Go along, Daddy-devil !
Pick yer own bones, an’ ha’ done.
Rag-raker! '
Skin-cat !
Bag 0’ nails!
Scull-an’-cross-bones !
*0ld Daddy Longlegs wouldn’t say his prayers—
Take him by his left leg, and throw him downstairs.”
Go along! Go to hell!
We'll skin you.
Melt yé down for taller, we will.
Only he "ain’t got none, the red herrin’!
They throw things at him. He sits down on
the door-step, and covers his head with
kis arms. Enter CoL. G. Boys run off. .
Tho. Oh, mo Mattie! mo Mattie!
Col. G. Poor old fellow! Are you hurt ?
Tho. Eh! yo be a followin’ ov mo too!
Col. G. What are you doing here ?
Tom. What am aw doin’ yere! Thee
knows well enough what aw’re a doin’ yere.
It 're o’ thy fau’t, mon.
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Col. G. Why, you've got a blow! Your
head is cut! Poor old fellow!

Tho. Never yo mind mo yed.

Col. G. You must go home.

Tho. Goo whoam, says to! Aw goo no-
wheers but to th’ grave afoor aw’ve feawnd
mo chylt.

Col. G. Come along with me; I will do all
I can to find her. Perhaps I can help you
after all.

Tho. Aw mak nea deawbt o’ that, mon.
And thae seems a gradely chap. Awm
a'most spent. An’ aw'm sick, sick! Dunnot
let th’ boys shove mo abeawt again.

Col. G. 1 will not. They shan’t come near
you. Take my arm. Poor old fellow! If
you would but trust me! Hey! Cab there!

Ezeunt.

Enter SUSAN, peeping.

Sus. I wonder whatever’s come to Mattie!
It’s long time she was out again.



156 IF I HAD A FATHER.

Enter MATTIE, hurriedly. =

Mat. Oh, Susan! Susan! (Falls.)
Sus. Mattie ! Mattie! (Kneels beside her,
and undoes her bonnet.)

Enter POLICEMAN.

Pol. What ails her ? (Goes to lift her.)

Sus. Leave her alone, will you? Let her
head down. Get some water.

Pol. Drunk—is she ?

Sus. . Hold your tongue, you brute! If
she’d a satin frock on, i'stead o’ this here
poor cotton gownd, you'd ha’ showed her
t'other side o’ your manners! Get away with
you. Youre too ugly to look at.—Mattie!
Mattie! Look up, child.

Pol. She mustn’t lie there.

Mat. Susan!

Pol. Come, my girl.

Sus. You keep off, I tell you! Don’t touch
her. She’s none o’ your sort. Come, Mattie,
dear.—Why don’t you make ’em move on ?
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Pol. You'd better keep a civil tongue in
your head, young woman.

Sus. You live lobster !

Pol. T'll have to lock you up, I see. One
violent. T’other incapable. 7

Sus. Youre another. Mattie, my dear,
come along home.

Pol. That’s right ; be off with you.

MATTIE rises.

Mat. Let’s go, Sue! Let’s get farther off.

Sus. You can’t wé,lk, child. If I hadn’
been so short o’ wittles for a week, I could
ha’ carried you. But it’s only a step to the
cook-shop.

Mat. No money, Sue. (Tries to walk.)

Sus. O Lord! What skall I do! And
that blue-bottle there a buzzin’ an’ a starin’
at us like a dead codfish !—Boh !

FEnter BILL.

Bill. Our Mattie! Gracious! what’s the
row, Susan ?
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Sus. She ain’t well. Take her other arm,
Bill, and help her out o’ this, We ain’t in no
Christian country. Pluck up, Mattie, dear.

Bill. Come into the tart-shop. I'm a
customer. : :

They go towards the shop. Ezit POLICEMAN.

Mat. No, no, Sukey! I can’t abide the
smell of it. Let me sit on the kerb for a
minute. (Sits down.) Oh, father! father!

Bill. Never you mind, Mattie! If he wor
twenty fathers, he shan’t come near ye. '

Mat. Oh, Bill! if you could find him for
me! He would take me home.

Bill. Now who'd ha’ thought o’ that?
Axially wantin’ her own father! TI'd run
far enough out o' the way o’ mine—an’
farther if he wur a-axin’ arter me. ‘

Mat. Oh me! my side!

Sus. It’'s hunger, poor dear! (Sits down
beside her.)

Bill (aside). This won’t' do, Bill! I'm
ashamed o’ you, Bill! Euit.
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Mat. No, Susan, it’s not hunger. It’s the
old story, Sue. '

Sus. Mattie! I never! You don’t mean
to go for to tell me you're a breakin’ of your
precious heart about Am? It’s not your
gentleman surely! It's not Aim ye’re turnin’
sick about, this time o’ day ?

MATTIE nods her head listlessly.

Sus. What’s up fresh, then? You was
pretty bobbish when you left me. It’s little
he thinks of you, I'll be bound.

Mat. That’s true enough. It’s little he
ever thought of me. He did say he loved
me, though. It’s fifty times he did!

Sus. Lies, lies, Mattie—all lies !

Mat. No, Susan; it wasn’t lies. He meant
it—at the time. That’s what made it look
all right. Oh dear! Oh dear!

Sus. But what’s come to you now, Mattie ?
What's fresh in it? You're not turned like
this all at once for nothink !

Mat. T've seen him !
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Sus. Seen him! Oh, my! I wish it had
been me. I'd ha’ seen him! I'd ha’ torn
his ugly eyes out.

Mat. They ain’t ugly eyes. They're big
and blue, and they sparkle so when he talks
to her !

Sus. And who’s her? Ye didn’t mention
a her. Some brazen-faced imperence !

Mat. No. The young lady at Mrs.
Clifford’s.

Sus. Oho! See if I do a stitch for her!
—Shan’t I leave a needle in Aer shimmy,
just!

Mat. What shall T do! All the good’s
gone out of me! And such a pain here!

Sus. Keep in yer breath a minute, an’
push yer ribs out. It’s one on ’em’s got a
top 0’ the other.

Mat. Such a grand creature! And her
colour coming and going like the shadows on
the corn! It's no wonder he forgot poor me.
But it'll burn itself out afore long.
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Sus. Don’t ye talk like that, Mattie ; I can’t
abear it. |

Mat. If T was dressed like her, though,
and could get my colour back! But laws!
I'm suck a washed out piece o’ goods beside
her! .

Sus. That’s as I say, Matilda! It’s the
dress makes the differ.

Mat. No, Susan, it ain’t. It’s the free
look of them—and the head up—and the
white hands—and the taper fingers. They’re
stronger than us, and they’re that trained
like, that all their body goes in one, like the
music at a concert. I couldn’t pick up a
needle without going down on my knees
after it. It’s the pain in my side, Sue.—
Yes, it’s a fine thing to be born a lady. Its
not the clothes, Sue. If we was dressed ever
so, we couldn’t come near them. It's that
look,—I don’t know what. .

Sus. Speak for yerself, Mattie; Z’m not a
goin’ to think such small beer of myself, I

VOL. II. . M
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can tell you! I believe if I'd been took in
time—— o

Moz, It's a big if that though, Sue.—And
then she looked so good! You'd hardly think
it of me,—perhaps it’s because I'm dying—
but for one minute I could ha’ kissed her
very shoes. Oh, my side!

Sus. (putting her arm tight round her waist).
Does that help it Mattie, dear >—a little teeny
bit ?

Mat. Yes, Sukey. It holds it together a
bit. 'Will he break her heart too, I wonder ?

Sus. No fear o’ that! Ladies takes care o’
theirselves. They’re brought up to it.

Mat. It’s only poor girls gentlemen don’t
mind hurting, I suppose.

Sus. It's the ladies’ fathers and brothers, -
Mattie! We've got nobody to look after us.

Mat. They may break their hearts, though,
for all that.

Sus. They won’t forgive them like you,
then, Mattie!
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Mat. 1 dare say they’re much the same as
we are when it comes to that, Sue. '

Sus. Don’t say me, Mattie. . I wouldn’t
forgive him—no, not if I was to die for it.
But what came of it, child ?

Mat. T made some noise, I suppose, and the
lady started.

Sus. And then you up and spoke ?

Mat. 1 turned sick, and fell down.

Sus. Poor dear!

Mat. She got me a glass of wine, but I
couldn’t swallow it, and got up and crawled
out.

Sus. Did he see you?

Mat. 1 think he did.

Sus. You'll tell her, in course ?

Mat. No, Sue; he'd hate me, and T couldn’t
bear that. Oh me! my side! It’s so bad!

Sus. Let’s try for home, Mattie. It's a
long way, and there’s nothing to eat when
you're there; but you can lie down, and
that’s everything to them as can’t sit up.
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Mat. (rising). 1 keep fancying I'm going
to meet my father.

Sus. Let’s fancy it then every turn all the
way home, an’ that'll get us along. There,
take my arm. There!—Come along. Ezeunt.

Slow music. Twiligh.
Enter BILL with a three-legged stool, brushes, etc.

Bill. Come! it’s blackin’ all over! When
gents can’t no longer see their boots, ’tain’t
much use offerin’ to shine ’'em. But if I can
get a penny, I will. I must take a tart to
Mattie, or this here damaged one (laying his
hand on his stomach) won’t go to sleep this
night.

Enter W ATERFIELD.

Bill. Black your boots for a party, sir?

Wat. (aside) The very rascal I saw her
speaking to! But wasn’t she a brick not to
split! That's what I call devotion now!
There are some of them capable of it. Tl
set her up for life. I'd give a cool thousand
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it hadn’t happened, though. I saw her father
too hanging about Gervaise’s yesterday.

Bill. Clean your boots, sir? Shine ’em till
they grin like a Cheshire cat eatin’ cheese !

Wat. Shine away, you beggar.

Bill (turning up kis trousers). 1 ain’t no
beggar, sir. Shine for a shiner’s fair play.

Wat. Do you live in this neighbourhood ?

Bill. No, sir.

Wat. Where, then ?

Bill (feeling where a pocket should be). 1
don’t appear to ’ave a card about me, sir, but
my address is Lamb’s Court, Camomile Street
—Ileastways I do my sleepin’ not far off of it.
I’'ve lived there, what livin’ 1 Zave done, sin’
ever I wor anywheres as I knows on.

Wat. Do you happen to know a girl of the
name of Pearson ?

Bill. No, sir. I can’t say as how I rec’lect
the name. Is she a old girl or a young un?

Wat. You young liar! I saw you talking
to her not two hours ago !
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Bill. Did ye now, sir? That’s odd, ain’t
it? Bless you! I talks to everybody. I ain’t
proud, sir. ,

Wat. Well, do you see this ? (kolding up a
sovereign ).

Bill. That’s one o’ them things what don’t
require much seein’, sir. There! Bright as
a butterfly! T other twin, sir! ’

Wat. Tll give you this, if youll do some-
thing for me—and another to that when the
thing’s done.

Bill. Tain’t stealin’, sir ?

Wat. No.

Bill. Cos, you see, Mattie

Wat. Who did you say ?

Bill. Old Madge as lets the beds at tup-
pence a short night. ’Tain’t stealin’, you say,

8ir ?

Wat. What do you take me for? I want
you to find out for me where the girl Pearson
lives—that’s all. -

Bill (snatching the sovereign and putting it
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in his mouth). Now then, sir!—What’s the
young woman like ?

Wat. Rather tall—thin—dark hair—large
dark eyes—and long white hands.  Her
name’s Matilda—Mattie Pearson—the girl
you were talking to, I tell you, on this very .
spot an hour or two ago.

Bill (dropping the sovereign, and stooping to
find if). Golly! it is our Mattie!

Wat. Shall you know her again ?

Bill. Any boy as wasn’t a hass would
know his own grandmother by them spots.
Besides, I remember sich a gal addressin’ of
me this mornin’. If you say her it was, I'll
detect her for ye.

Wat. There’s a good boy! What’s your
name ?

Bill. Timothy, sir.

Wat. What else ?

Bill. Never had no other—leastways as I
knows on.

Wat. Well, Timothy—there’s the other
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sov.—and it’s yours the moment you take me
to her. Look at it.
Bill. My eye!—Is she a square Moll, sir?
Wat. What do you mean by that?
~ Bill. Green you are, to be sure !-——She ain’t

one as steals, or
Wat. Not she. She’s a sempstress—a
needlewoman, or something of the sort.
Bill. And where shall 1 find you, sir ?
Wat. Let me see :—to-morrow night—on
the steps of St. Martin’s Church—ten o’clock.
Bill. But if T don’t find her ? It may be a
week—or a month—or——-
Wat. Come whether you find her or not,
and let me know.
Bill. All serene, sir! There you are, sir!
Brush your trousers, sir ?
Wat. No; leave ’em.—Don’t forget now.
Bill. Honour bright, sir! Not if I knows
it, sir !
Wat. There’s that other skid, you know.
Bill. All right, sir! Anything more, sir ?
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‘Wat. Damn your impudence! Get along.
Exit. BiLL watches him into Mgs. CLir-
FORD’S.

Bill. Now by all the 'ungry gums of Ara-
biar, ’ere’s a swell arter our Mattie ! —A right
rig'lar swell! I knows ’em—soverings an’
red socks. What's come to our Mattie?
’Ere’s Daddy Longlegs arter her, vith his
penny and his blessin’! an’ ’ere’s this ’ere
mighty swell vith his soverings—an’ his red
socks! An’ she’s 'ungry, poor gal!—This
‘ere yellow-boy ?P—I ’ain’t got no faith in
swells—no more 'n in Daddy Longlegses—I
’ain’t!—S’posin’ he wants to marry her ?—Not
if I knows it. He ain’t half good 'nough for
her. Too many quids—goin’ a flingin’ on
’em about like buttons! He’s been a crackin’
o’ cribs—#7e has. 1 ain’t a goin’ to interduce
our Mattie to no sich blokes as him. No
fathers or lovyers for me—says I !—But this
here pebble o’ Paradise ' —What’s to be done
wi’ the cherub? T can’t tell ker a lie about
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it, an’ th’ll_break it up for a cove like me,
lookin’ jes’ as if I'd been an’ tarred myself
and crep’ through a rag-bag! They'd jug
me. An’ what 'ud Mattie say then? I wish
I’adn’t ’a’ touched it. I'm blowed if I don’t
toss it over a bridge !—Then the gent ’ain’t
got the weight on his dunop out o’ me. O
Lord! what shall I do with it? I wish T'd
skied it in his face! I don’t believe it’'s a °
good un; I don’t! (Bites it.) It do taste
wery nasty. It's nothin’ better 'n a gilt
fardin’! Jes’ what a cove might look for
from sich a swell! (Goes to a street lamp and
examines it.) Lor! there’s a bobby! (Eu.
Re-enter to the lamp.) 1 wish the gen’leman
’ad guv me a penny. I can’t do nothin’ wi’
this ’ere quid. Vere am I to put it? I’ain’t
got no pocket, an’ if I was to stow it in my
‘tato-trap, I couldn’t wag my red rag—an’
Mother Madge ’'ud soon have me by the
chops. Nor I've got noveres to plant it.—O
Lor! it’s all I've got, an’ Madge lets nobody
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go to bed without the tuppence. It’s all up
with Bill—for the night !—Where’s the odds!
—there’s a first-class hotel by the river—The
Adelphi Arches, they calls it—where they’ll
take me in fast enough, and I can go to sleep
with it in my cheek. Coves is past talkin’ to

- you there. Nobody as sees me in that ’ere

‘aunt of luxury, ’ill take me for a millionaire
vith a skid in his mouth. ’Tain’t a bit cold
to-night neither (going).—Vy do they say a
aunt of luxury ? 1 s’pose acause she’s wife to
my uncle. Euit.
Slow music. The night passes. A police-

| man crosses twice. 'THOMAS crosses be-

tween. Dawn.

Re-enter BILL.

Bill. T'm hanged if this here blasted quid
ain’t a burnin’ of me like a red-hot fardin’!
T'm blest if I've slep’ more 'n half the night.
I woke up oncet, with it a slippin’ down red
lane. I wish I had swallered it. Then no-
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body ’d ’a’ ast me vere I got it. I don’t.
wonder as rich coves turn out sich a bad lot.
I believe the devil’s in this ’ere!

Knocks at Mgs. CLIFFORD'S door. JAMES
opens. Is shutting it again. BILL shoves
in his stool..

Bill. Hillo, Blazes! where’s your manners ?
Is that the way you behaves to callers on
your gov’nor’s business ?

James (half opening the door). Get about
’ your own business, you imperent boy !

Bill. T’'m about it now, young man. I
wants to see your gov’'nor.

James. You've got business with Aim, have
you, eh ?

Bill. Amazin’ precoxity! You've hit it!
I have got business with kim, Door-post-—not
in the wery smallest with you, Door-post !—
essep’ the knife-boy’s been and neglected of
your feet-bags this mornin’. (JAMES would
slam the door. BILL shoves in his stool.) Don’t
you try that ’ere little game again, young
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man! for if I loses my temper and takes to
hollerin’, you'll wish yourself farther.,

James. A humbug you are! I ’ain’t got
no gov'nor, boy. The master as belongs to
me is a mis’ess.

Bill. Then that ’ere gen’lemen as comes
an’ goes, ain’t your master—eh ?

James. What gen’leman, stoopid ?

Bill. Oh! it don’t matter.

James. What have—you—got to say to
him ?

Bill. Some’at pickled : it’ll keep.

James. Tll give him a message, if you
like.

Bill. Well, you may tell him the bargain’s
hoff, and if he wants his money, it’s a waitin’
of him round the corner. :

James. You little blackguard! Do you
suppose a gen’leman’s a goin’ to deliver sich
a message as that! Be off, you himp ! (Makes
a dart at kim.)

Bill (dodging him). How d’e do, Clumsy ?
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Don’t touch me; I ain’t nice. Why, what
was you made for, Parrot ? Is them calves
your own rearin’ now ?  Is that a quid or a
fardin ? Have a shot, now, Shins.

James. None o’ your imperence, young
blackie! ’And me over the money, and I'll
give it to the gen’leman.

Bill. Do you see anything peticlar green
in my eye, Rainbow ?

JAMES makes a rush. BILL gets down before
him. JAMES tumbles over him. BILL
blacks his face with his brush.

Bill (running a little way). Ha! ha! ha!
Bill Shoeblack—his mark! Who’s blackie
now? You owes me a penny—twopence—
‘twor sich a ugly job! Ain’t shiny? Tl
come back and shine ye for another penny.
Good mornin’, Jim Crow! Take my adwice,
and don’t on no account apply your winegar
afore you've opened your hoyster. Likeways :
Butter don’t melt on a cold tater. Ezit.

Ezit JAMES into the house, banging the door.
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Enter W ATERFIELD, followed by BILL.

Bill. Please, sir, I been a watchin’ for you.

Wat. Go to the devil !

Bill. T'd rayther not. So there’s your suv’-
ring!

Wat. Go along. Meet me where I told
you.

Bill. T won’t. There’s yer skid.

Wat. Be off, or I'll give you in charge.
Hey! Policeman ! Ezit.

Bill. Well, I'm blowed! This quid 1l be
the hangin’ o’ me! Damn you! (Throws it
Jiercely on the ground and stamps on it.) Serves
me right for chaffin’ the old un! He didn’t
look a bad sort—for a govnor.—Now I re-
flexes, I heerd Mattie spoony on some father
or other, afore. O Lord! Il get Jim and
Jack to help me look out for him. (Enter
Tromas.) Lor’ ha’ mussy !—talk o’ the old
un !—I'm wery peticlar glad as I found you,
daddy. I been a lookin’ for ye—leastways I
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was a goin’ to look for ye this wery moment as
you turns up. I chaffed you like a zorologicle
monkey yesterday, daddy, an’ I'm wery
sorry. But you see fathers ain’t nice i’ this
‘ere part o' the continent. (Enfer JAMES,
wn plain clothes, watching them.) They ain’t
no good nohow to nobody. If I wos a hus-
band and a father, I don’t know as how I
should be A One, myself. P'r'aps I might
think it wur my turn to break arms and
legs. 1 knowed more ’n one father as
did. It’s no wonder the boys is a plaguy
lot, daddy.

Tho. Goo away, boy. Dosto yer, aw’ve
seen so mich wickedness sin’ aw coom to
Lon’on, that aw dunnot knaw whether to
breighk thi yed, or to goo wi’ tho? There
be thieves and there be robbers.

Bill. Never fear, daddy. You ain’t worth
robbin’ of, I don’t think.

Tho. How dosto knaw that? Aw've
moore 'n I want to lose abeawt mo.
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- Bill. Then Mattie 'ill have som’at to eat—
will she, daddy ? |

- Tho. Som’at to eight, boy! Be mo Mattie'
hungry—dun yo think ? '

Bill. Many and many’s the time, daddy.

Tho. Yigh—afore her dinner !

Bill. And after it too, daddy.

- Tho. O Lord!—And what does hoo do
when hoo ’s hungry ?

Bill. Grins and bears it. Come and see
her, daddy ?

Tho. O Lord! Mo Mattie, an’ nothin’ to
eight! Goo on, boy. Awm beawn to
follow yo. Tak mo wheer yo like. Aw’ll
goo. -

Bill. Come along then, daddy.

James (collaring him). Hullo, young un!
You're the rascal as stole the suvering : I saw
you!

Bill. Dunno what you're up to. I never
stole nothink.

James. Oh no! of course not! What's
VOL. 1I. N
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that in yer fist now? (Catches BILL'S hand,
and forces it open.) There!

BiLL drops his stool on JAMES’S foot, throws
up the coin, catches it with his other
hand, and puts it in his mouth.

Tho. Theighur! Theighur! The like ov

that! Aw’re agooin wi’ a thief—aw wur!

Bill. Never you mind, daddy. It wur guv
to me.

James. That’s what they allus says, sir.—
You come along.—I'd be obliged to you,
sir, if you would come too, and say you saw
him.

Tho. Nay! aw connot say aw seigh him
steyle it.

James. You saw it in his hand.

Tho. Yigh! aw did.

Bill. It was guv to me, I tell ye.

James. Honest boy, this one! Looks like
it, don’t he, sir? What do you think of
yourself, you young devil, a decoying of a
grey-haired old gen’leman like this? Whj,
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sir, him an’ his pals 'ud ha’ taken every
penny you had about you! Murdered you,
they might—I've knowed as much. It’s a
good thing I ’appened on the spot.—Come
along, you bad boy!

Bill. T didn’t take it.” And I won't go.

James. Come along. They’ll change it for
you at the lock-up.

Bill. You didn’t see me steal it! You ain’t
never a goin’ to gi’ me in charge ?

James. Wrong again, young un! That'’s
percisely what I am a goin’ to do!

Bill. Oh, sir! please, sir! I'm a honest
boy. It's the Bible-truth. Il kiss twenty
books on it.

James. 1 won’t ax you—Why, sir, he ain’t
even one o the shoe-brigade. He ’ain’t got
a red coat. Bless my soul! he ‘ain’t even got
a box—nothin’ but a scrubby pair o’ brushes
—as I'm alive! He ain’t no shoeblack. He’s
a thief as purtends to black shoes, and picks
pockets.
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Bill. You're a liar! I never picked a
pocket in my life.

James. Bad language, you see! What
more would you have ?

Tho. Who'd iver ha’ thowt o’ sich wicked-
ness in a boy like that!

Bill. 1 ain’t a wicked boy.

Tho. Nay, doan’t thae tell mo that! Thae
made gam of mo, and hurried and scurried mo,
as iv aw’d been a mak ov a deevil—yo did.

James. He's one of the worst boys I know.
This Timothy is one of the very worst boys
in all London.

Bill (aside). Timothy, eh? T-twigs! It’s
Rainbow, by Peter and Paul !—Look ye here,
old gen’leman ! This ’ere’s a bad cove as is
takin’ adwantage o’ your woolliness. 7 knows
him. His master guv me the suvering. He
guv it to me to tell him where your Mattie
was.

James. Don’t you fancy you're goin’ to
take in an experienced old gen'leman like that
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with your cock-and-bull stories ! Come along,
Isay. Hey! Police!

Bill. Here you are! (Takes the coin from
his mouth, rubs it dry on his jacket, and offers
it.) I don’t want it. Give it to old Hunx
there.—He shan’t never see his Mattie! I
wur right to chivy him, arter all.

James (taking the coin). Now look here,
Timothy. I'm a detective hofficer. But I
won't never be, hard on no boy as wants to
make a honest livin’. So you be hoff! Tl
show the old gen’leman where he wants to
go to.

BiLL moves two paces, and takes a sight at .

him.

Tho. The Lord be praised! Dosto know
eawr Mattie then ?

- James. Tt's the dooty of a detective hofficer
to know every girl in his beat.

Bill. My eye! there’s a oner!

Tho. Tak mo to her, sir, an’ awll pray

for yo. "
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James. 1 will.—If I cotch you nearer than
Mile End, I'll give you in charge at oncet.

Bill (bolting five yards). He’'s a humbug,
daddy! but he’ll serve you right. He'll melt
you down for taller. He ain’t no 'tective. I
know him.

Tho. Goo away.

Bill. Good-bye, daddy! He don’t know
your Mattie. Good-bye, skelington! Exit.

Tho. Eh! sech a boy!

James. Let me see. You want a girl of
the name of Mattie ?

Tho. Aw do, sir.

James. The name is not an oncommon one.
There’s Mattie Kent ?

Tho. Nay ; it’s noan o’ her.

James. Then there’s Mattie Winchfield ?

Tho. Nay ; it’s noan o’ her.

James. Then there’s Mattie Pearson ?

Tho. Yigh, that’'s hoo!  That’s hoo!
Wheer? Wheer?

James. Well, it’s too far for a man of
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your age to walk. But I'll call a cab, and
we'll go comfortable.

Tho. But aw connot affoord to peigh for a
cab—as yo co it. | '

James. You don’t suppose I'm a goin’ to
put an honest man like you to expernse !
* Tho. It’s but raysonable I should peigh.
But thae knows best.

James. Hey! Cab there! Ezeunt.

, Re-enter BILL, following them.

Bill. Tll have an eye of him, though. The
swell as give me. the yellow-Boy—he’s his
master! Poor old codger ! He'll believe any
cove but the one as tells him the truth! Ezit.

Enter from the house MRrs. CLIFFORD. Enter -
Jfrom opposite side CoL. G.
Col. G. 1 was just coming to see you,
Clara.
Mrs. C. And 1 was going to see you.
How’s Arthur to-day ? I thought you would
have come yesterday. ’



184 IF I HAD A FATHER.

Col.- G. My poor boy 'is as dependent on .
me as if I were not his father. I am very -
" anxious about him. The fever keeps re-
turning. '

Mrs. C. Fortune seems to have favoured
your mad scheme, Walter. .

Col. G. Or something better than fortune.

Mrs. C. You have had rare and ample
opportunity. You may end the farce when
you please, and in triumph.

Col. G. On the contrary, Clara, it would
be nothing but an anticlimax to end what
you are pleased to call the farce now. As if
I could make a merit of nursing my own
boy! I did more for my black servant. I
wish I had him here.

Mrs. C. You would like to double the
- watch—would you ?

Col. G. Something has vexed you, Clara.

Mrs. C. I never liked the scheme, and I
like it less every day.

Col. G. T have had no chance yet. He



IF .I HAD A FATHER. 185

has been ill all the time. I wish you'wbuld
-come and see him a little oftener.

Mrs. C. He doesn’t want me. You are
everything now. Besides, I can’t come
alone. :

Col. G. Why not?

Mrs. C. Constance would fancy I did not
want to take her.

Col. G. Then why not take her ?

Mprs. C. 1 have my reasons. ,

Col. G. What are they ?

Mrs. C. Never mind.

Col. G. T insist upon knowing them.

Mrs. C. It would break my heart, Walter,
to quarrel with you, but I will if you use
such an expression.

Col. G. But why shouldn’t you brmg Miss
Lacordére with you ?

Mrs. C. He’s but a boy, and it might put
some nonsense in his head.

Col. G. She’s a fine girl. You make a
friend of her.
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Mrs. C. She’s a good girl, and a lady-like .
girl; but T don’t wan’t to meddle with the
bulwarks of society. I hope to goodness they
will last my time.

Col. G. Clara, I begin to doubt whether
pride de a Christian virtue. .
Mrs. C. 1 see! You'll be a radical before

long. FEwerything is going that way.

Col. G. 1 don’t care what I am, so I do
what’s right. TI'm sick of all that kind of
thing. What I want is bare honesty. 1
believe I'm a tory as yet, but I should be a
radical to-morrow if I thought justice lay on
that side.—If a man falls in love with a
woman, why shouldn’t he marry her?

Mrs. C. She may be unfit for him.

Col. G. How should he fall in love with
her, then? Men don’t fall in love with birds.

Mrs. C. It’s a risk—a great risk.

Col. G. None the greater that he pleases
himself, and all the more worth taking. I
wish my poor boy
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Mrs. C. Your poor boy might please him-
self and yet not succeed in pleasing you,
brother ! :

Col. G. (aside). She knows something.—I
must go and see about his dinner. Good-
bye, sister. :

Mrs. C. Good-bye, then.  You will have
- your own way! '

Col. G. This once, Clara. Ezeunt severally.

END OF ‘ACT II.
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- ACT IIL
ScENE.—A garret-room. MATTIE. SUSAN. -

Mat. At the worst we've got to die some
day, Sue, and I don’t know but hunger may
be as easy a way as another.

Sus. I'd rather have a choice, though.
And it’s not hunger I would choose.

Mat. There are worse ways.

Sus. Never mind : we don’t seem likely to
be bothered wi’ choosin’.

Mat. There’s that button-hole done. (Lays
down her work with a sigh, and leans back in
her chair.) '

Sus. T'll take it to old Nathan. Itlll be a
chop a-piece. It's wonderful what a chop
can do to hearten you up.
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Mat. T don’t think we ought to buy chops,
dear. We must be content with bread, I
think.

Sus. Bread, indeed !

Mat. Well, it’s something to eat.

Sus. Do you call it eatin’ when you see a
dog polishin’ a bone ? |

Mat. Bread’s very good with a cup of tea.

Sus. Tea, indeed! Fawn-colour, trimmed
with sky-blue !—If you'd mentioned lobster-
salad and sherry, now !

Mat. T never tasted lobster-salad.

Sus. I have, though ; and I do call lobster-
salad good. You don’t care about your
wittles: 1 do. When I'm hungry, I'm not

t all comfortable.

Mat. Poor dear Sue! There is a crust in
the cupboard.

Sus. I can’t eat crusts. I want summat
nice. I ain’t dyin’ of 'unger. It’s only I'm
peckish.  Very peckish, though. I could eat
—Ilet me see what I could eat:—I could eat
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a lobster-salad, and two dozen oysters, and
a lump of cake, and a wing and a leg of a
chicken—if it was a spring chicken, with
watercreases round it—and a Bath-bun, and
a sandwich ; and in fact I don’t know what
T couldn’t eat, except just that crust in the
cupboard. And I do believe I could drink
a whole bottle of champagne.

Mat. 1T don’t know what one of those
things tastes like—scarce one; and I don’t
believe you do either. '

Sus. Don’t I?—I never did taste cham-
pagne, but I've seen them eating lobster-
salad many a time ;—girls not half so good-
lookin’ as you or me, Mattie, and fine
gentlemen a waitin’ upon ’em. Oh dear! I
am so hungry! Think of having your
supper with a real gentleman as talks to you
as if you was fit to talk to—not like them
Jew-tailors, as tosses your work about as if
it dirtied their fingers—and them none so
clean for all their fine rings !
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Mat. 1T saw Nathan’s Joseph in a pastry- |
cook’s last Saturday, and a very pretty girl
- with him, poor thing!

Sus. Oh the hussy to let that beast pay for
her ! '

Mat. T suppose she was hungry.

Sus. I'd die before I let a snob like that
treat me. No, Mattie! I spoke of a real
gentleman,

Mat. Are you sure you wouldn’t take
Nathan’s Joseph for a gentleman if he was
civil to you ? '

Sus. Thank yc;u, miss! I know a sham
from a real gentleman the moment I set eyes
on him.

Mat. What do you mean by a real gentle-
man, Susan ?

Sus. A gentleman as makes a lady of his
girl.

Mat. But what sort of lady, Sue? The
poor girl may fancy herself a lady, but only
till she’s left in the dirt. That sort of
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gentleman makes fine speeches to your face,
and calls you horrid names behind your back.
Sue, dear, don’t have a word to say to one of
them—if he speaks ever so soft.

Sus. Lawks, Mattie! they ain’t all one
sort.

Mat. You won’t have more than one sort
to choose from. They may be rough or civil,
good-natured or bad, but they’re all the same
in this, that not one of them cares a pin more
for you than if you was a horse—no—nor
half a quarter so much. Don’t for God’s
sake have a word to say to one of them. If
I die, Susan

Sus. If you do, Matilda—if you go and do
that thing, I'll take to gin—that’s what I'll
do. Don’t say I didn’t act fair, and tell you
beforehand.

Mat. How can I help dying, Susan ?

Sus. 1 say, Don’t do it, Mattie. We'll fall
out, if you do. Don’t do it, Matilda—La!
there’s that lumping Bill again—always a
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comin’ up the stair when you don’t want
him !
Enter BILL.

Mat. Well, Bill, how have you been
getting on ?

Bill. Pretty tollol, Mattie. But I can’t go
on so. (Holds out his stool.) It ain’t respect-
able.

Mat. What ain’t respeotable? Every-
thing’s respectable that’s honest.

Bill. Why, who ever saw a respectable
shiner goin’ about with a three-legged stool
for a blackin’ box? It ain’t the thing. The
rig'lars chiffs me fit to throw it at their
‘eads, they does—only there’s too many on
‘em, an’ I've got to dror it mild. A box I
must havé, or a feller’s ockypation’s gone.
Look ye here! One bob, one tanner, and
a joey! There! that’s what comes of never
condescending to an ’a’penny.

Sus. Bless us! what mighty fine words

we’ve got a waitin’ on us!
VOL. II o
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Bill. If 1 ’ave a weakness, Miss Susan, it’s
for the right word in the right place—as the -
coster said to the devil-dodger as blowed him
up for purfane swearin’.—When a gen'leman
hoffers me an ’a’penny, I axes him in the
purlitest manner I can assume, to oblige me
by givin’ of it to the first beggar he may ’ave
the good fort'n to meet. Some on ’em throws
down the ’a’penny. Most on ’em makes it a
penny.—But I say, Mattie, you don’t want
nobody arter you—do you now ?

Mat. 1 don’t know what you mean by that,
Bill.

Bill. You don’t want a father—do you :
now ? Do she, Susan ?

Sus. We want no father a hectorin’ here,
Bill. You 'ain’t seen one about, have you?

Bill. T seen a rig’lar swell arter Maittie,
anyhow.

Mat. What do you mean, Bill ?

Bill. A rig'lar swell—I repeats it-—a astin’
arter a young woman by the name o’ Mattie.
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Sus. (pulling him aside). Hold your
tongue, Bill! You'll kill her! You young
viper! Hold your tongue, or I'll twist your
neck. Don’t you see how white she is ?

Mat. What was he like ? Do tell me, Bill.

- Bill. A long-legged rig’lar swell, with
a gold chain, and a cane with a hivory
’andle. .

Sus. He’s a bad man, Bill, and Mattie
can’t abide him. If you tell him where she
is, she’ll never speak to you again.

Mat. Oh, Susan! what skall I do? Don’t
bring him here, Bill. I shall have to run
away again ; and I can’t, for we owe a week’s
rent.

Sus. There, Bill !

Bill. Don’t you be afeard, Mattie. He
shan’t touch you. Nor the old one neither.

Mat. There wasn't an old man with him ?
—not an old man with a long stick ?

Bill. Not with him. Daddy was on his
own hook ?
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Mat. Tt must have been my father, Susan.
(Sinks back on her chair.)

Sus. "Tain’t the least likely.—There, Bill!
I always said you was no good! You've
killed her.

Bill. Mattie! Mattie! I didn’t tell him
where you was.

Mat. (reviving). Run and fetch him, Bill—
there’s a dear! Oh! how proud I've been!
If mother did say a hard word, she didn’t
mean it—not for long. Run, Bill, run and
fetch him.

Bill. Mattie, I was a fetchin’ of him, but
he wouldn’t trust me. And didn’t he cut up
crusty, and collar me tight! He's a game
old cock—he is, Mattie.

Mat. ( getting up and pacing about the room).
Oh, Susan! my heart ’ll break. To think he’s -
somewhere near and I can’t get to him! Oh
my side! Don’t you know where he is, Bill ?

Bill. He’s someveres about, and blow me
if T don’t find him !—a respectable old party

-
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in a white pinny, an’ "peared as if he’d go on
a walkin’ till he walked hisself up standin’.
A scrumptious old party !

Mat. Had he a stick, Bill ?

Bill. Yes—a knobby stick—leastways a
stick wi’ knobs all over it.

Mat. That's him, Susan!

Bill. T could swear to the stick. I was too
near gittin’ at the taste on it not to know it
again.

Mat. When was it you saw him, Bill ?

Bill. Yesterday, Mattie—jest arter you
give me the tart. I sawr him again this
mornin’, but he wouldn't place no confidence
in me.

Mat. Oh dear! Why didn’t you come
straight to me, Bill ?

Bill. 1t I'd only ha’ known as you wanted
him! But that was sech a unlikely thing !
It's werry perwokin’! I uses my judgment,
an’ puts my hoof in it! I am sorry, Mattie.
But I didn’t know no better (crying).
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Mat. Don’t cry, Bill. You'll find him for

me yet—won't you ?
Bill. I'm off this indentical minute. But

~ you see——

Sus. There! there ! —now you mizzle. [
don’t want no fathers here — goodness
knows; but the poor girl’s took a fancy to
hers, and she’ll die if she don’t get him.
Run now—there’s a good boy ! (Zzit BiLL.)
You ’ain’t forgotten who's a comin’, Mattie ?

Mat. No, indeed.

Sus. Well, T hope she’ll be civil, or I'll just
give her a bit of my mind.

Mat. Not enough to change -hers, I'm
afraid. That sort of thing never does any
good.

Sus. And am I to go a twiddlin’ of my
thumbs, and sayin’ yes, ma’am, an’ no, ma’am ?
Not if I knows it, Matilda !

Mat. You will only make -her the more
positive in her ill opinion of us.

Sus. An’ what’s that to me ?
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Mat. Well, I don’t like to be thought a
thief. Besides, Mrs. Clifford has been kind
to us.

Sus. She’s paid us for work done; so has
old Nathan.

Mat. Did old Nathan ever give you a glass
of wine when you took home his slops?

Sus. Oh! that don’t cost much; and be-
sides, she takes it out in kingdom-come.

Mat. You're unfair, Susan.

Sus. Well, it’s little fairness I get.

Mat. And to set that right you're unfair
yourself! What you call speaking your
mind, is as cheap, and as nasty, as the
worst shoddy old Nathan ever got gobble-
stitched into coats and trousers.

Sus. Very well, Miss Matilda! (rising and
snatching her bonnet). The sooner we part
the better! You stick by your fine friends !
I don’t care that for them! (snapping her
Jfingers)y—and you may tell ’em so! I can
make a livin’ without them or you either.
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Goodness gracious knows it ain’t much of
a livin’ I've made sin’ I come across you,

Miss! Exit.
Mat. (trying to rise). Susan! Susan!
(Lays her head on the table).

A tap at the door, and enter Mrs. CLIFFORD,
with JAMES behind. MATTIE rises.

Mrs. C. Wait on the landing, James.
James. Yes, ma’am.
Ezit JaMEs, leaving the door a little ajar.

Mrs. C. Well, Miss Pearson ! (Mattie offers
a chair) No, thank you. That person is
still with you, I see.!

Mat. Indeed, ma’am, she’s an honest girl.

Mrs. C. She is a low creature, and capable
of anything. I advise you to get rid of her.

Mat. Was she rude on the stair, ma’am ?

Mrs. C. Rude! Vulgar—quite vulgar!
Insulting !

Mat. I am very sorry. But, believe me,
ma’am, she is an honest girl, and never
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pawned that work. It was done—every -
stitch of it; and the loss of the money is
hard upon us too. Indeed, ma’am, she did
lose the parcel.

Mrs. C. You have only her word for it.
If you don’t give ker up, I give you up.

Mat. 1 can’t, ma’am. She might go into
bad ways if I did.

Mrs. C. She can’t well get into worse.
Her language! You would do ever so much
better without her.

Mat. T daren’t, ma’am. I should never
get it off my conscience.

Mrs. C. Your conscience indeed ! (rising).
I wish you a good morning, Miss Pearson.
—(Sound of a blow, followed by scuffling.)—
What is that? I fear I have got into an
improper place.

SUSAN bursts in.

Sus. Yes, ma’am, and that you have! It’s
a wery improper place for the likes o’ you,
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 ma’am—as believes all sorts o’ wicked things
of people as is poor. Who are you to bring
your low flunkies a-listenin’ at honest girls’
doors! (Turning to James in the doorway.)
Get out, will you? Let me catch you here
again, and Il mark you that the devil
wouldn’t know his own! You dirty Paul
Pry—you! (Falls on her knees to Maittie.)
Mattie, you angel ! '

Mat. (¢trying to make her get up) Never
mind. It’s all right between you and me,
Susan. '

Mrs. C. 1see! I thought as much!

Sus. (starting up) As much as what, then,
my lady? Oh, 7 know you and your sort—
well enough! We're the dirt under your
feet—lucky if we stick to your shoes! But
this room’s mine.

Mrs. C. That linen was mine, young
woman, I believe.

Sus. An’ it’s for that miserable parcel you
come a-talkin’, an’ abusin’ as no lady ought
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to! How dare you look that angel in the
face there an’ say she stole it—which’ you're
not fit to lace her boots for her! There!

Mat. Susan! Susan! do be quiet.

Sus. It’s all very well for the likes 0’ me
(courtesying spitefully) —which I'm no better'n
I should be, and a great deal worse, if I'm on
my oath to your ladyship—that’s neither here
nor there!—but ske’s bettern a van-load o’
sich ladies as you, pryin’ into other people’s
houses, with yer bibles, an’ yer religion, an’
yer flunkies! 7 know ye! Ido! .

Mat. Don’t, Susan.

Sus. Why don’t ye go an’ pay twopence
a week to somebody to learn ye good
manners ? I been better brought up myself.

Mrs. C. 1 see I was wrong: I ought at
once to have handed the matter over to the
police.

Sus. The perlice, indeed !—You get out
of this, ma’am, or I'll make you!—you and
your cowardly man-pup there, as is afraid
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to look me in the face through the crack o
the door! Get out, I say, with your—in-
solence—that’s your word!
Ezit Mrs. CLIFFORD.

Mat. Susan! Susan! what is to become
of us ? '

Sus. She daren’t do it—the old scrooge!
But just let her try it on! See if I don’t
show her up afore the magistrate! Mattie!
I'll work my fingers to the bone for you. I
would do worse, only you won’t let me. I'll
go to the court, and tell the magistrate
you're a-dyin’ of hunger, which it’s as true as
gospel. |

Mat. They’d send me to the workhouse,
Sukey.

Sus. There must be some good people
somewheres, Mattie.

Mat. Yes; if we could get at them. But
we can live till we die, Sukey.

Sus. T'll go and list for a soldier, I will.
Women ha’ done it afore. It’s quite re-
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spectable, so long as they don’t find you out
—and. they shouldn’t me. There’s ne’er a
one o’ the redcoats ’ill cut up rougher 'n I
shall—barrin’ the beard, and that don’t go for
much now-a-days. ‘

Mat. And what should I do without you,
Susan ?

Sus. Do you care to have me, then ?

Mat. That I do,indeed. But you shouldn’t
have talked like that to Mrs. Clifford. Ladies
ain’t used to such words. They sound worse
than they are—quite dreadful, to them. She
don’t know your kind heart as I do. Besides,
the look of fhings is against us. Ain’t it
now ? Say yourself.

Sus. (starting up) I'll go and beg her
pardon. Ill go direckly—I will. I swear
I will. I can’t abear her, but I'll do it.
I believe hunger has nigh drove me mad.

Mat. Tt takes all the madness out of me.—
No, Susan; we must bear it now. Come
along. We can be miserable just as well
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working. There’s your sleeve. TI’ll thread
your needle for you. Don’t cry—there’s a
dear!

Sus. T will ery. It's all I ever could do to
my own mind, and it’s all as is left me. But
if I could get my claws on that lovyer o’
yours, I wouldn’t cry then. He's at the
bottom of it! I don’t see myself what’s the
use of fallin’ in love. One man’s as much of
~ a fool as another to me.. But you must go to
bed. You ain’t fit. You'll be easier when
you've got your frock off. There! Why,
child, you’re all of a tremble!—And no
wonder, wi’ nothing on her blessed body but
her frock and her shimmy !

Mat. Don’t take off my frock, Sue. I must
get on with my work.

Sus. Lie down a bit, anyhow. Tl lie at
your back, and you'll soon be as warm’s a
toast. (MaT. lies down.) O Lord! she’s
dead! Her heart’s stopped beatin’. (Runs
out of the room.) :
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A moment of silence. A tap at the door.
CONSTANCE peeps in, then enters, with
a basket.

Con. Miss Pearson!—She’s asleep. (Goes
near.) Good heavens! (Lays ker hand on
her) No. (Takes a bottle from her basket,
finds a cup, and pours into it.) Take this,
Miss Pearson; it will do you good. There
now! Youll find something else in the
basket.

Mat. 1 don’t want anything. I had so
nearly got away! Why did you bring me
back ?

Con. Life is good !

Mat. It is not good. How dare you do it ?
Why keep a miserable creature alive? Life
ain’t to us what it is to you. The grave is
the only place we have any right to.

Con. If I could make your life worth
something to you——

Mat. You make my life worth to me!
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You don’t know what youre saying, miss.
(Sitting up.)

Con. 1 think I do.

Mat. 1 will not owe my life to you. I
could love you, though—your hands are so
white, and your look so brave. That’s what
comes of being born a lady. We never have
a chance. ‘

Cow. Miss Pearson—Mattie, I would call
you, if you wouldn’t be offended——

Mat. Me offended, miss !—I've not- got life
enough for it. I only want my father and
my mother, and a long sleep.—If I had been
born rich

Con. You might have been miserable all
the same. Listen, Mattie. I will tell you
my étory—I was once as badly off as you—
worse in some ways—ran about the streets
without shoes to my feet, and hardly a frock
to cover me.

Mat. La, miss! you don’t say so! It’s not
possible! Look at you !
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Con. Indeed, I tell you the truth. I know
what hunger is too—well enough. My father
was a silkweaver in Spitalfields. When he
died, I didn’t know where to go. But a
gentleman—

Mat. Oh! a gentleman |—(Fliercely.) Why
couldn’t you be content with one, then ?

Con. 1 don’t understand you;

Mat. 1 dare say not! There! take your
basket. I'll die afore a morsel passes my
lips. There! Go away, miss.

Con. (aside). Poor girl! she is delirious.
T must ask William to fetch a doctor.  Eit.

Mat. 1 wish my hands were as white as

hers.

Einter Susan, followed by CoL. G. CONSTANCE
behind.

Sus. Mattie! dear Mattie! this gentleman
—don’t be vexed—I couldn’t help him bein’
a gentléman; I was cryin’ that bad, and I
didn’t see no one come up to me, and when

VOL. II. P
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he spoke to me, it made me jump, and I
couldn’t help answerin’ of him—he spoke so
civil and soft like, and me nigh mad! T
thought you was dead, Mattie. He says he’ll
see us righted, Mattie.

Col. G. I'll do what I can, if you will tell
me what’s amiss.

Sus. Oh, everything’s amiss—everything !
—Who was that went out, Mattie—this
minute—as we come in ?

Mat. Miss Lacordere.

Sus. Her imperence! Well! I should die
of shame if I was her.

Mat. She’s an angel, Susan. ~ There’s her
basket. I told her to take it away, but she
would leave it. |

Sus. (peeping into the basket). Oh, my!
Ain't this nice? You must have a bit,
Mattie.

Mat. Not one mouthful. You wouldn’t
have me, Susan ! _

Sus. I ain’t so peticlar (eating a great
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mouthful). You really must, Mattie. (Goes
on eating.)

Col. G. Don’t tease her. We'll get some-
thing for her presently. And don’t you eat
too much—all at once. ’

Sus. 1 think she'd like a chop, sir.—
There’s that boy, Bill, again |—Always when
he ain’t wanted !

Enter BiLL.

Bill (aside to Susan). What's the row ?
What'’s that ’ere gent up to? I've been an’
had enough o’ gents. They’re a bad lot. I
been too much for one on ’em, though. I ha’
run htm down.—And, Mattie, I've found the
old gen’leman.

Mat. My father, Bill ?

Bill. That’s it percisely! Right as a
trivet—he is!

Mat. Susan! take hold of me. My heart’s
going again.

Bill. Lord! what’s up wi’ Mattie? She
do look dreadful. '
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Sus. You been an’ upset her, you clumsy
boy! Here—run and fetch a sausage or two,

and a »

Col. G. No, no! That will never do.

Sus.. Them’s for Bill and me, sir. I wasa
goin’ on, sir.—And, Bill, a chop—a nice chop.
But Lord! how are we to cook it, with never
a fryin’-pan, or a bit o’ fire to set it on !

Col. G. You'd never think of doing a chop -
for an invalid in the frying-pan ? '

Sus. Certainly not, sir—we ’ain’t got one.
Everything’s up the spout an’ over the top.
Run, Bill. A bit of cold chicken, and two
pints o’ bottled stout. There’s the money the
gen’leman give me.—'T ’ain’t no Miss Lacko-
dare’s, Mattie.

Bill. Tl trouble no gen’leman to perwide
for my family—obleeged all the same, sir.
Mattie never wos a dab at dewourin’, but I'll
get her some’at toothsome. I favours grub
myself.

Col. G. T'll go with you, Bill. I want to
talk to you.
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Bill. Well, T’ain’t no objection—so be youw
wants to talk friendly, sir. ' .

Col. G. Good night. [I'll come and see
you to-morrow.

‘Sus. God bless you, sir. You've saved
both on our lives. I was a goin’ to drown
myself, Mattie—I really was this time.
Wasn’t I, sir ?

Col. G. Well, you looked like it—that is
all I can say. You shall do it next time—so
far as I'm concerned.

Sus. I won’t never no more again, sir—not
if Mattie don’t drive me to it.

Con. (to Cor. G.). Come back for me in a
little while.

Col. G. Yes, miss. Come, Bill. Euxzit.

Bill. All right, sir. T'm a follerin’, as the
cat said to the pigeon. Exit.

Sus. T'll just go and get you a cup o’ tea.
Mrs. Jones’s kettle’s sure to be a bilin’
That’s what you would like.

Ezit.  Constance steps aside, and Susan

passes without seeing her.
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Mat. Oh! to be a baby again in my
mother’'s arms! But it'll soon be over
now.

CONSTANCE comes forward.

Con. I hope you're a little better now ?

Mat. You're very kind, miss; and I beg
your pardon for speaking to you as I did.

Con. Don’t say a word about it. You
didn’'t quite know what you were saying.
I'm in trouble myself. I don’t know how
soon I may be worse off than you. A

Mat. Why, miss, I thought you were
going to be married !

Con. No, I am not.

Mat. Why, miss, what’s happened. He’s
never going to play you false—is he ?

Con. 1 don’t mean ever to speak to him
again ?

Mat. What has he done to offend you,
miss ?

Con. Nothing. Only I know now I don't
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like him. To tell you the truth, Mattie, he’s
not a gentleman.

Mat. Not a gentleman, miss! How dare
you say so ? ' ‘

Con. Do you know anything about him ?
Did you ever see him ?

Mat. Yes.

Con. Where?

Mat. Once at your house.

Con. Oh! Iremember—that time! I begin
to—— It couldn’t be at the sight of him
you fainted, Mattie >—You knew him ? Tell
me! tell me! Make me sure of it.

Mat. To give you your revenge! No. It’s
a mean spite to say he ain’t a gentleman.

Con. Perhaps you and I have different
ideas of what goes to make a gentleman.

Mat. Very likely.

Con. Oh! don’t be vexed, Mattie. I didn’t
mean to hurt you.

Mat. Oh! I dare say!

Con. If you talk to me like that, I must go.
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Mat. 1 never asked you to come.

Con. Well, I did want to be friendly with
you. I wouldn’t hurt you for the world. _

Mat. (bursting into tears) 1 beg your
pardon, miss. I'm behaving like a brute.
But you must forgive me; my heart is
breaking.

~Con. Poor dear! (kissing her) So is
mine almost. Let us be friends. Where’s
Susan gone ? '

Mat. To fetch me a cup of tea. She’ll be
back directly.

Con. Don’t let her say bad words: I can’t
bear them. I think it’s because I was so used
to them once—in the streets, I mean—not at
home—never at home.

Mat. She don’t often, miss. She’s a good-
hearted creature. It’s only when hunger
makes her cross. She don’t like to be
hungry.

Con. 1 should think not, poor girl!

Mat. Don’t mind what she says, please.
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If you say nothing, she’ll come all right.
When she’s spoken her mind, she feels better.
Here she comes!

Re-enter SUsaN. It begins to grow dark.

Sus. Well, and who have we got here ?

Mat. Miss Lacordére, Sukey.

Sus. There’s no lack o’ dare about Aer, to
come here !

Mat. It’s very kind of her to come, Susan.

Sus. I tell you what, miss : that parcel was
stole. It was stole, miss !—stole from me—
an’ that angel there a dyin’ in the street !

Con. I'm quite sure of it, Susan. I never
thought anything else.

Sus. Not but I allow it was a pity, miss |—
I'm very sorry. But, bless you! (lighting a
candle)—with all your fine clothes——! My!
you look like a theayter-queen—you do, miss!
If you was to send zhem up the spout now | —
My! what a lot they’d let you have on that
silk!
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Con. The shawl is worth a good deal, I
believe. It’s an Indian one—all needlework.

Sus. And the bee-utiful silk! Laws, miss!
just shouldn’t I like to wear a frock like that !
I should be hard up before I pledged that!
But the shawl! If I was you, miss, I would
send ’most everything up before that!—
things inside, you know, miss—where it don’t
matter so much.

Con. (laughing) The shawl would be the
first thing I should part with. I would
rather be nice inside than out.

Sus. Lawk, miss! I shouldn’t wonder if
that was one of the differs now! Well, I
never! It ain’t seen! It must be one o’ the
differs ! '

Con. What differs? I don’t understand
you. .
. Sus. The differs 'tween girls an’ ladies—
girls like me an’ real ladies like you.

Con. Oh,I see! But how dark it has got!
What can be keeping William ? . I must go
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at once, or what will my aunt say! Would
you mind going with me a little bit, Susan ?

Sus.. T'll go with pleasure, miss.

Con. Just a little way, I mean, till we get
to the wide streets. You couldn’t lend me an
old cloak, could you ?

Sus. 1 ’ain’t got one stitch, miss, but what
I stand up in—’'cep’ it be a hodd glove an’
‘alf a pocket-an’kercher. Nobody ’ill know
you.

" Con. But I oughtn’t to be out dressed like
this.

Sus. You’ve only got to turn up your skirt
over your head, miss.

Con. (drawing up her skirt) 1 never
thought of that!

Sus. Well, T never!

Con. What’s the matter ?

Sus. Only the whiteness o’ the linin’ as
took my breath away, miss. It ain’t no use
turnin’ of 4 up: youll look like a lady
whatever you do to hide it.. But never mind :
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that ain’t no disgrace so long as you don’t
look down on the rest of us. There, miss!
There you are—fit for a play! Come along;
I'll take care of you. Lawks! I'm as good
as a man—I am !

Con. Grood-bye then, Mattie.

Mat. Good-bye, miss. God bless you.
Ezeunt.

END OF ACT III.
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ACT 1IV.
ScENE.— The Studio.

Enter Cov. G. Walks about restless and eager.

Col. G. Thank heaven! If Bill has found

Mr. Warren now, Exit.

FEnter W ARREN.

War. What can the fellow be up to?
There’s something odd about him—something |
I don’t like—but it can’t mean mischief when
he sends for me. Where could Gervaise have
picked him up P—Nobody here ?

Re-enter CoL. G. and hurries to him with out-
stretched hand.

Col. G. My dear sir! I am greatly obliged
to you. This is very kind.
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War. (stepping back) Excuse me.—I do
not understand.
Col. G. 1 beg your pardon. I ought to
have explained.
War. 1 believe something of the sort is
necessary.
Col. G. You are my master’s friend.
War. 1 should be proud of the honour.
Can I be of any service to him ?
Col. G. T believe I can trust you. I will
trust you—I am his father.
War. Whose father? Belzebub’s?
Col. G. Arthur’s—your friend Gervaise’s.
I am Sir Walter Gervaise. You must help
me to help him.
WARREN regards him for a moment.
War. (stifly) Sir Walter, I owe your son
much—you nothing yet. I am Ais friend.
Col. G. There is not a moment to lose.
Listen. An old man came about the place
" a few weeks ago, looking for his daughter.
He has been got out of the way, but I have
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- learned where he is: I want you to bring
him. \

War. 1 would serve your son blindfold :
you ‘must excuse me if I wish to understand
first.

Col. G. Arthur is in trouble. He has a
secret.—God forgive me !—I feared it was a

bad one.
| War. You don’t know him as I do!

Col. G. T know him now—and can help
him. Only I can’t prove anything yet. I
must have the old man. I've found his
daughter, and suspect the villain: if I can
bring the three together, all will come out,
sure enough. The boy I sent for you will
take you to the father. He will trust you,
~and come. (Bell rings.) I must go to Arthur
now. Exit.

War. What a strange old fellow! An
officer—and disguise himself!

Enter BiLL.
Bill. Here you are, sir !
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War. No vast amount of information in
that statement, my boy !

Bill. Well, sir—here I are, sir.

War. That s a trifle more to the point,
though scarcely requiring mention.

Bill. Then, here we are, sir.

War. That’ll do—if you know what comes
next ?

Bill. T do, sir.

War. Go on, then.

Bill. Here goes! Come along, sir. You'll
have to take a bobby, though.

War. We'll see about that. You go on.

Ezeunt.

Enter GERVAISE, followed by CoL. G.

Ger. What a time you have been, William !

Col. G. T'm sorry, sir. Did you want
anything ?

Ger. No. But I don't like to be left. You
are the only friend I have.

Col. G. Thank you, sir. A man must do
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his duty, but it’s a comfort when his colonel
takes notice of it. 4

Ger. Is it all from duty, William? Yet -
why should I look for more? There was a
little girl I tried to do my duty by once——
My head’s rather queer still, William.

Col. G. Is there nothing to be done, sir ?

Ger. No; it's here—(putting his hand to
lis head)—inside. .

Col. G. T meant about the little girl, sir.—
I can keep dark as well as another.—When
there’s anything on a man’s mind, sir—good
or bad—it’s a relief to mention it. If you
could trust me—— (A pause.) Men have
trusted their servants and not repented it.

Ger. No doubt—no doubt. But there is
no help for me.

Col. G'. You cannot be sure of that, sir.

Ger. You would help me if you could, I
believe. ‘

Col. G. God knows I would, sir—to the
last drop of my blood.

VOL. IL Q
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Ger. That’s saying much, William. A son
couldn’t say more—no, nor a father either.

Col. G. Oh! yes, he could, sir.

Ger. And mean it?

Col. G. Yes.

Ger. If 1 had a father, William, I would
tell him all about it. I was but two years
old when he left me.

Col. G. Then you don’t remember him,
sir ? |

Ger. 1 often dream about him, and then I
seem to remember him.

Col. G. What is he like, sir P—in your

dreams, I mean. '
 Ger. T never see him distinctly: I try ‘
hard sometimes, but it’s no use. If he would
but come home! I feel as if T could bear
anything then.— But I'm talking like a
girl! .

Col. G. Where is your father, sir?

Ger. In India.

Col. G. A soldier, sir ?
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Ger. Yes. Colonel Gervaise — you must
have heard of him. Sir Walter he is now.

Col. G. I've heard of him, sir—away in
the north parts he’s been, mostly.

Ger. Yes. How I wish he would come
home! I would do everything to please him.
. I have it, William! T’ll go to India. I did
think of going to Garibaldi—but I won’t—
T'll go to India. I must find my father. Will
you go with me ?

Col. G. Willingly, sir.

Ger. Is there any fighting there now ?

Col. G. Not at present, I believe.

Ger. That’s a pity. I would have listed in
my father’s regiment, and then—that is, by
the time he found me out—he wouldn’t be
ashamed of me. I’'ve done nothing yet. I'm
nobody yet, and what could he do with a son
that was nobody—a great man like him! A
fine son / should be! A son ought to be
worthy of his father. Don’t you think so,
William ?
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Col. G. That wouldn’t be difficult, sir!—I
mean with most fathers. ,

Ger. Ah! but mine, you know, William!
—Are you good at the cut and thrust ?

Col. G. Pretty good, sir, I believe.

Ger. Then we’ll have a bout or two. I've
got rusty.—Have I said anything odd—or— .

or I mean since I've been ill ?

Col. G. Nothing you need mind, sir.

Ger. I'm glad of that.—I feel as if—(put-
ting his hand to lis head). William! what
could you do for a man—if he was your
friend >—no, I mean, if he was your
cnemy ?

Col. G. 1 daren’t say, sir.

Ger. Is the sun shining ?

Col. G. Yes, sir. It’s a lovely day.
~ Gler. What a desert the sky is I—so dreary

and wide and waste!—Ah! if I might but
creep into a hole in a tree, and feel it closing
about me! How comfortable those toads

must feel !
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Col. G. (aside). He's getting light-headed
again! I must send for the doctor. Exit.

Ger. But the tree would rot, and the walls
grow thin, and the light come through. It
is crumbling now!" And I shall have to
meet Ler! And then the wedding! Oh my
God! (Starts up and paces about the room.)—
It s the only way! My pistols, I think—
yes.—(Goes to a table, finds his keys, and un-
locks @ case.)—There they are! I may as
well have a passport at hand! (Loading one.)
—The delicate thunder-tube ! (Zurns it over
lovingly.) Solitude and silence! One roar
and then rest! No—mno rest!—still the
demon to fight! But no eyes to meet and
brave ! —Who is that in the street —She is
at the door—with him !

Enter CoL. G. and seizes his arm.

Ger. (with a cry). You've killed my
Psyche ! (Goes to the clay, and lifts the cloth.)
There’s the bullet-hole through her heart !
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Col. G. It might have been worse, sir.
Ger. Worse! I've killed her! See where

she flies! She’s gone! She’s gone! (Bursts

into tears. CoL. G. leads him to the couch.)
Thank you, William. I couldn’t help it.
That man was with her. I meant it for
myself.
Col. G. Who did you say was with her?
Ger. You mustn’t heed what I say. Iam
mad. (4 knock. He starts up.) Don’t let
them in, William. I shall rave if you do.
Cor. G. catches up the pistols and exit
hurriedly. GER. throws himself on the
couch.
Re-enter CoL. G.
Col. G. (aside). He s in love with her!
Everything proves it. My boy! My boy!
Ger. Father! father!—Qh, William! I
was dreaming, and took you for my father!
I must die, William—somehew. There must
be some way out of this! The doors can’t al{

be locked.
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Col. G. There’s generally a chance to be
had, sir. There’s always a right and a wrong
fighting it out somewhere. There’s Garibaldi
in the field again! Die by the hand of an
enemy—lf you will die, sir.

r. (smiling) That I couldn’t, Wllham
the man that killed me would be my best
friend.—Yes—Garibaldi !—I don’t deserve it,
though : he fights for his country; I should
fight but for death. Only a man doesn’t stop
when he dies—does he, William ?

Col. G. 1 trust not, sir. But he may hope
to be quieter—that is, if he dies honestly. It's
grand for a soldier ! He sweeps on the roar-
ing billows of war into a soundless haven !
Think of that, sir!

Ger. Why, William ! how you talk !—Yes!
it would be grand! On the crest of the war-
cataract—heading a cavalry charge !'—To-
morrow, William. I shall be getting stronger
all the way. We'll start to-morrow.

Col. G. Where for, sir ?
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Ger. For Italy—for Garibaldi. You'll go
with me ?

Col. G. To the death, sir.

Ger. Yes; that's it —that’'s where I'm
going. But not to-day. Look at my arm:
it wouldn’t kill a rat!—You saved my life,
but I'm not grateful. If I was dead, I might
be watching her—out of the lovely silence '—
My poor Psyche!

Col. G. She’s none the worse, sir. The
pistol didn’t go off.

Ger. Ah!—She ought to have fallen to
pieces—long ago! You've been seeking to
keep her shroud wet. But it’s no matter.
Let her go. Earth to earth, and dust to
dust '—the law of Nature—and Art too.

Ezit into the house.

Col. G. (following him) 1 mustn’t lose
sight of him.—Here he comes again, thank
God! ‘

Catches up a coat, and begins brushing it.
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Re-enter GER.

‘Ger. 1 don’t like to see you doing that.

Col. G. Why shouldn’t I serve my own—
superior, sir ? Anything’s better than serving
yourself. And that’s what every one does
who won’t serve other people.

Ger. You are right. And it’s so cheap.

Col. (. And so nasty!

Ger. Right again, William!—Right in-
deed !'—You're a gentleman ! If there’s any-
thing I could help you in—anything gone
wrong,—any friends offended—I'm not alto-
gether without influence.

Col. G. (aside) He will vanquish me with
my own weapons !

Ger. But you will go to Garibaldi with me?

Col. G. T will, sir.

Ger. And ride by my side ?

Col. G. Of course.

Ger. If you ride by me, you will have to
ride far.
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Col. ¢. I know, sir. But if you would be
fit for fighting, you must comé and have
something to eat and drink.

Ger. All right. A soldier must obey: I
shall begin by obeying you. Only mind you
keep up with me.  Eit, leaning on CoL. G.

Linter THOMAS. :

Tho. Th' dule a mon be yere! Aw're
main troubled to get shut ov they reyvers!
Aw'm olez i’ trouble! Mine’s a gradely yed !
it be!—Hoy !—Nobory yere! ’'T seems to
me, honest men be scarce i’ Lonnon. Aw'm
beawn to believe nobory but mo own heighes,
and mo own oud lass. Ezit.

Re-enter GERVAISE, followed by CoL. G-
Ger. No, William; I won’t lie down. I
feel much better. Let’s have a bout with the
foils.
Col. G. Very well, sir. (Aside.) A little of
that will go far, I know. (Gets down the

Soils.)
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Ger. And, William, you must set a. block
up here. I shall have a cut or two at it
to-morrow. There’'s a good cavalry weapon
up there—next that cast of Davis’s arm.

Col. G. Suppose your father were to. arrive
just after you had started ! _

Ger. 1 shouldn’t mind. I don’t want to
see him yet. I'm such a poor creature! The
heart seems to have gone out of me. You

see, William

FEnter MRs. CLIFFORD.

Ger. Ah! How do you do, aunt?

Mrs. C. What’s this nonsense about Gari-
baldi, Arthur?

Ger. Who told you ?

Mrs. C. You don’t mean it’s true ?

Ger. Quite true, aunt.

Mrs. C. Really, Arthur, you are more of a
scatterbrain than I took you for!

Ger. Don’t say that, aunt. I only take
after my father.
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Mrs. C. Don’t talk to me of your father!
I have no patience with him. A careless
hard-hearted fellow—not worthy the name of
a father! (She glares at SIR WALTER.)

Ger. You may go, William. (Cor. G.
retires slowly.)

Ger. Aunt, you have been a mother to me;
but were you really my mother, I must not
listen to such words of my father. He has
good reasons for what he does, though I
admit there is something in it we don’t
understand. (d4side.) If I could but under-
stand how Constance——

Mrs. C. What do you say? What was
that about Constance ?

Ger. Oh, nothing, aunt. I was only
thinking how difficult it is to understand
people. -

Mrs. C. If you mean Constance, I agree
with you. She is a most provoking girl.

Ger. (smiling) I am sorry to hear that,
aunt,.
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Mrs. C. Tm very glad you were never so
. silly as take a fancy to the girl. She would
have led you a pretty dance! If you saw
how she treats that unfortunate Waterfield !
But what’s bred in the bone won’t out of the
flesh. |

Ger. There’s nothing bred in her I would
have out, aunt.

Mrs. C. Perhaps she originated her vul-
garity. That is a shade worse.

Ger. Vulgarity, aunt! I cannot remember
the meaning of the word when I think of /er.

Mrs. C. If you choose to insult me, Ar-
thur Exit.

Ger. It is high time I were gone! If I
should be called in now to settle matters
William ! William '—William !

between

Ehnter CoL. G.

Ger. To-morrow, William. Not a word.
If you will go with me, I shall be glad. If
you will not, I shall go without you.  Euit.
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Col. G. Yes, sir—] wish Warren were
here with the old man. I don’t know what
to do till he comes. '

Enter CONSTANCE.

Con. Ithought my aunt was here, William.

Col. G. No, miss. She was here, but she’s
gone again.

Con. Could I see Mr. Gervaise for a
moment ?

Col. G. Certainly, miss. TI'll tell him.

Con. Is he still determined on going,
William ?

Col. (. Yes, miss ;—to-morrow, he says.

Con. To-morrow ! ,

Col. G. Yes, miss. 1 think he means to
start for Dover in the morning.

Con. What am I to do ?

Col. G. What’s the matter, miss ?

Con. What can I do? I know he is angry
with me. I don’t quite know why. I wish
I had never—— I can’t help it now. My
heart will break. (Weeps.)
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Col. G. Dont let him go to Dover to- '
MOITOW, miss.

Con. He would have listened to me once.
He won’t now. It’sall so different! Every-
thing has gone wrong somehow.

Col. G. Do try to keep him from, going,
miss. '
Con. He would but think me forward. I
could bear anything better than have him

think ill of me.

Col. G. No fear of that, miss. The danger
is all the other way. ‘

Con. What other way, William ?

Col. G. He thinks you don’t care a bit
about him.

Lizit. CONSTANCE drops on the dais, nearly

under the veiled Psyche. .

Enter GER. and stands a moment regarding
her.’

Ger. Constance.
Con. (starting up, and flying to him with her
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hands clasped) Arthur! Arthur! don’t go.
I can’t bear you to go. It’s all my fault, but
do forgive me! Oh, do, do—dear Arthur!
Don’t go to-morrow. I shall be miserable if
you do.

Ger. But why, my——why, Constance ?

Con. I was your Constance once. _

Ger. But why should I not go? Nobody .
wants me here.

Con. Oh, Arthur! how can you be so
cruel ? Can it be that ? Do say some-
thing. If you won’t say anything, how can
I know what you are thinking—what you
wish ? Perhaps you don’t like I would
—I have—1 won’t —Oh, Arthur! do say
something.

Ger. I have nothing to say, Constance.

Con. Then I have lost you—altogether! I
dare say I deserve it. I hardly know. God
help me! What can I have done so very
wicked ? Oh! why did you take me out of
the streets? I should have been wused to
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them by this time! They are terrible to me
now. No, no, Arthur! I thank you—thaﬁk
you—with my very soul! What might I not
have been by this time! But I used to lie in
that corner, and I daren’t now!

Enter Cor. G. behind.

Tt was a happy time, for I had not offended
you then. Good-bye. Won't you say one
word to me P—You will never see me again.

She pauses a moment ; then exit weeping—by

the back door, bekind the Psyche. CoL. G.
follows her. .

Ger. How could she love that fellow ?
(Looking up.) Gone? gone! My Constance!
My Psyche! TI've driven her into the wild
street! O my God! William! William!
Constance! Which door ? I won’t go, Con-
stance—I won’t. I will do anything you ask
me. What was that she said P—Good-bye!
God in heaven !—William! you idiot! where
are you? William!

VOL. IL. B
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He rushes out by the front door. Re-enter
CoL. G. by the back door.

Col. G. It was lucky I met Bill! He's
after her like the wind. That message will
bring her back, I think. I could trust that
boy with anything! But where is he?
(Enter THOMAS.) What, friend! here at last!
Thank God! Just sit down a moment, will
you? (Peeps into the room off the study.)
He’s not there! I heard him calling this
moment! Perhaps he’s in the house.—Did .
you leave the door open, sir ?

Tho. Nay. Th’ dur wur oppen. Aw
seigh sombory run eawt as aw coom oop.

Col. @. My boy! my boy! It will kill
him !—Stop here till T come back. (Rushes
out.)

Tho. Aw connot étop. Aw’m tired enough,
God knows, to stop anywheeres ; mo yed goes
reawnd and reawnd, an’ awd’ fain lie mo -
deawn. But aw mun be gooin’. Nobory can
tell what may be coomin to mo Mattie. Aw
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mun go look, go look! Ha! ha! they
~ couldn’t keep mo, owd mon as aw wur! But
aw wish aw hed a word wi’ th’ mon first.

Fnter WARREN.

Wayr. (aside) This must be the old fellow
himself!" Here he is after all! (Peeps into
the room.) ,

Tho. Theer be nobory theer, sir. Th’
maister’s run eawt, and th’ mon after him.

War. Run out !

Tho. Aw niver says what aw donnot mane.
An’ aw'm glad yo're theer, sir; for William
he towd mo to stay till he coom back; but
aw’ve not geet so mich time to spare; and so
be’s yore a friend ov th’ maister's, yo'll
mebbe mind th’ shop a smo’ bit. Aw mun
goo (going). |

War. 1 say, old man—your name’s Thomas
Pearson—ain’t it ?

Tho. Yigh. Aw yer. DBut hea cooms to
to knaw mo name ?
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War. 1 know all about you.

Tho. Ivvery body knaws ivvery body yere!
Aw connot stur a fut fur folks as knaws mo,
and knaws mo name, and knaws what aw be
after. Lonnon is a dreedfu’ plaze. Aw mun
geet mo lass to whoam. Yo'll mind th’ shop
till th’ maister cooms back. Good neet (going).

War. (stopping kim) They want you here
a bit. You'd better stop. The man will be
back directly. You're too suspicious.

Tho. Nea, maister, thae’rt wrung theer.
Aw’ve trusted too mich—a theawsand times
too mich.

War. You trusted the wrong people, then.

Tho. Tt taks no mak o’ a warlock to tell
mo that, maister. It’s smo’ comfort, noather.

War. Well now, you give me a turn, and
hear what I've got to say.

Tho. Yore o tarred wi’ th’ same stick.
Ivvery body maks gam ov th’ poor owd mon!
Let me goo, maister. Aw want mo chylt,
mo Mattie!
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War. You must wait till Mr. Gervalses
man comes back.

Tho. (despairingly) O Lord' Th peack ov
sunbrunt lies they ha’ been tellin’ me sin’ aw
coom yere !—childer an o’ !

War. Have patience, man. You won't
repent it.

Tho. What mun be, mun. Aw connot
ha’ patience, but aw con stop. Aw’d rayther
200, though. Aw'm noan sorry to rest
noather. ' (Sits down on the dais.)

FEnter BiLL.

War. Here, boy! Don’t let the old man
go till some one comes. ~ Emit.

Bill. All right, sir! Hillo, daddy! There
you are! Thank God!

Tho. What fur, boy ?  Wull he gie mo mo
Mattie again—dosto think ?

Bill. That he will, daddy! You come
along, an’ you'll know a honest boy next time. -
—1I can’t till I see Mr. William, though.‘
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Tho. Iv thae manes th’ maister’s mon yere, t
he's run eawt. An’ aw connot goo witho.
Aw'm keepin’ th’ shop till he coom back.
An’ aw dunnot mich care to goo witho. Aw
dunnot mich trust tho. Th’ Lord have a care
ov mo! Aw dunnot knaw which to trust,
and which not to trust. But aw mun wait
for maister William, as yo co’ him.

Bill. All right, daddy !'—Don’t you stir
from here till I come back—mnot for nobody—
no, not for Joseph!

Tho. Aw dunnot knaw no Joseph.

Bill. T1l soon let you see I'm a honest
boy! As you can’t go to Mattie, I'll bring
Mattie to you: see if I don’t! An’ if she
ain’t - the right un, I'll take her back, and
charge ye nuffin for carriage. Can’t say
fairer than that, daddy !

Tho. Bless tho, mo boy! Dosto mane it
true ?

Bill. Yes—an’ that you'll see, afore you're
an ’alf an hour older, daddy. When Mr.
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William comes, you say to him, “ Bill’s been.
—All right.”

Tho. Aw dunnot like secrets, lad. What
don yo mane? Ivvery body seems to mane
something, and nobory to say it.

Bill. Never you mind, daddy! ¢Bill’s
been.—All right.” That’s your ticket. I'm
off. Euit.

THOMAS gets up, and walks about, murmur-

ing to kimself. - A knock at the door.

Tho. Somebory after mo again! Awll
geet eawt ov th’ way. (Goes behind the
Psyche.)

Enter W ATERFIELD.

Wat. Nobody here! I am unlucky. “ Not
at home,” said the rascal,—and grinned, by
Jove! T’ll be at the bottom of this. There’s
no harm in Gervaise. He’s a decent fellow.
(Knocks at the door of GER.’S room.) I won't
leave the place till I've set things right—not
if I've got to give him a post-obit for five
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thousand—I won’t I—Nobody there ? (ZLooks
in.) No. Then I'll go in and wait.  Euzit.

Tho. (peeping from behind the Psyche).
That’s the villain! Lord o’ mercy! that’s
the villain! If aw’re as strung as aw’'m owd,
aw'd scrunch his yed—aw would! Awm
sure it’s th’ mon. He kep eawt ov mo way—
but aw seigh him once. O Lord, keep mo
hands off ov him. Aw met kill him. Aw'm
sartin sure ov him when aw see him. Aw’ll
not goo nigh him till somebory cooms—cep’
he roons away. Aw'm noan fleyed ov him,
but aw met not be able to keep mo howd ov
him. Oh, mo Mattie! mo Mattie! to leave
thi owd faither for sich a mak ov a mon as
yon! But yere cooms somebory moor. (Goes
behind the Psyche.)

Enter MRS. CLIFFORD.

Mrs. C. No one here? She can never be
in his room with him!. (Opens the door.)
Oh! Mr. Waterfield! You're here—are you?
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Wat. (coming to the door). Mrs. Clifford!
This is indeed an unexpected pleasure !

Mprs. C. Have you got Constance with you
there ?

Wat. I've no such good fortune.

Mprs. C. Where is she, then ?
' Wat. At home, I presume.

Mrs. C. Indeed she is not. I must speak
to Arthur.

Wat. He'’s not here.

Mrs. C. Where’s my—his man, then ?

Wat. Taken himself off to the public-
house, I suppose. There's nobody about.
Odd—ain’t it ?

Mrs. C. I'll go and see.  Ewzit into the house.

Wat. What can be the row! there is some
row. Exit into the room.

Enter GER., supported by CoL. G.

Col. G. Thank God! Thank God!
Ger. But where is she? I shall go mad if
you’ve told me a lie.
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Col. . I saw her, and sent a messenger
after her. We shall have news of her pre-
sently. Do have a little patience, sir.

Ger. How can I. have patience? I'm a
brute—a mean, selfish devil! If that fellow
Waterfield was to horse-whip me—I should
let him. |

Tho. (coming forward). Theer wur that
yung chap yere a while agoo, and he said aw
wur to say to Maister William—what wur it
aw’re to say P—Yigh—it wur—“Bill’s been.
O’reet.”

Col. . There, sir! I told you so. Do sit
down. TIll go after her.

Ger. I will. I will. Only make haste.
(Stands staring at the Psyche.)

Tho. Th’ boy said he’d be yere direckly.

Col. G. You sit down. Ill be with you
presently.

Tho. (retiring bekind the Psyche). Aw're
noan likely to goo, maister.
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Enter Mrs. C.  Crosses to room door. Enter
‘WATERFIELD. They talk. |
" Ger. William! I don’t want them. (Re-
treats towards the Psyche.)
Col. G. Sit here one moment, sir. (Leads
kim to the dais. Advances to Mrs. C.)

Mrs. C. (trying to pass him). Arthur, what
? N

can

Col. G. (intercepting her). Let him rest a
bit, ma’am, if you please. He’s been out for
the first time. |

Mrs. C. At night! and in a fog! A pretty
nurse you are! Poor boy!

Col. G. Mr. Waterfield, sir, would you
mind stepping into the room again for a
moment ? (Ezit Watr.) Mrs. Clifford, ma’am,
would you please get a glass of wine for
master ? Ezit Mrs. C. into the house.

Ger. William! William!

Col. G. Yes, sir.

Ger. Send him away. Don’t let him stop
there. I have nothing to say to him.
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Col. G. He shan’t trouble you, sir. TIll
take care of that. (Gloes bekind the Psyche to
THOMAS, but keeps watching the door of the
room.)—Did you see the man that went in
there just now ?

Tho. (with anziety). He winnot joomp eawt
ov th’ window, dosto thenk, lad ? |

Re-enter Mes. C. with wine. GER. drinks.

Col. G. Why should he do that? Do you
know anything about him ?

Tho. Aw do.

Col. G. Has he seen you here?

Tho. No. Aw're afeard he’d roon-away,
and aw keepet snoog.

Col. G. I needn’t ask who it is, then ?

Tho. Yo needn’t, lad.

FEnter W ATERFIELD.

Tho. Mo conscience! he’ll pike eawt afoor
aw geet howd on him! (Rushes out and
seizes WAT.)
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Enter MATTIE and BILL.

Tho. Thae’rt a domned villain!. Wheer’s
mo Mattie ?

‘WATERFIELD knocks THOMAS down.

Bill. O Lord! the swell’'s murdered old
daddy!

All but GER. rush together. COLONEL GER-
VAISE seizes WATERFIELD. MATTIE
throws herself on her knees beside
TroMAS and lifts his head.

Mat. Father! father! Look at me! It's
Mattie !—your own wicked Mattie ! Look at
her once, father dear! (Lays down kis head in
despair, and rises.) 'Who struck the good old
man ?

Bill. He did—the swell as give me the
gold sov.

Mat. Mr. Watkins !

Wat. 1 haven't the honour of the gentle-
man’s acquaintance. I'm not Mr. Watkins.
Am I now? (fo Cor. G.). Ha! ha!—Let go,
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I say. I'm not the man. It’s all a mistake,
you see.

Col. G. In good time. I might make a
worse. Watkins mayn’t be your name, but
Watkins is your nature.

Wat. Damn your insolence! Let me go,
I tell you! (Struggles threatening.)

Col. G. Gently, gently, young man!—If I
give your neckeloth a twist now: !

Mat. Yes, there i¢s a mistake—and a sad
one for me! A wretch that would strike an
old man! Indeed you are not what I took

you for.

Wat. You hear the young woman! She
says it’s all a mistake.—My good girl, I'm
sorry for the old gentleman ; but he oughtn’t

to behave like a ruffian. Really, now, you . .

know, a fellow can’t stand that sort of thing!
A downright assault! I'm sorry I struck
him, though—devilish sorry! TI'll pay the
damage with pleasure. (Puts his hand in his

pocket.)
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Mat. (turning away) And not a gentle-
man! (Kneels by THOMAS and weeps.)

Tho. (feebly). Dunnot greight, Mattie, mo
‘chylt. Awm o reet. Let th’ mon goo.
‘What’s 4e to tho or mo P—By th’ mass! aw'm
strung enough to lick him yet (¢rying to rise, -
but falling back). Eigh! eigh! mo owd
boans 'ud rayther not. It’s noan blame sure
to an owd mon to fo’ tired o’ feightin !

Mat. (taking his head on her lap). Father !
father ! forgive me! I'm all yours.—I'll go
home with you, and work for you till I drop.
O father! how could I leave you for Aim?
I don’t care one bit for him now—I don’t
indeed. You'll forgive me-—won’t you,
father ?  (Sobs.)

Tho. Aw wull, aw do, mo Mattie. Coom
whoam—coom whoam.

Mat. Will mother forgive me, father ?

Tho. Thi mother, chylt? Hoo’s forgiven
tho lung afoor—ivver so lung agoo, chylt!
Thi mother may talk leawd, but her heart



256 "IF 1 HAD A FATHER.

is as soft as parritch. —Thae knows it,
Mattie. :
Wat. All this is very interesting,—only -
you see it's the wrong man, and I can’t
say he enjoys it. Take your hand off my
collar—will you? I'm not the man, I tell
you!

Bill. All T says is—it’s the same swell as
guv me the skid to find her. Tl kiss the
book on that!

Ger. (coming forward). Mr. Waterfield, on -
your honour, do you know this girl ?

Wat. Come! you ain’t goin’ to put me to
my catechism !

Ger. You must allow appearances are
against you.

Wat. Damn your appearances! What do
I care?

Ger. If you will not answer my question, I
must beg you to leave the place.

- Wat. My own desire! Will you oblige me
by ordering this bull-dog of yours to take his
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paws off me? - What the devil is he keeping
me here for ?

Col. G. T've a great mind to give you in
charge.

Wat. The old codger assaulted me first.

Col. G. True; but the whole affair would
come to light. That’s what I would have.
Miss Pearson, what am I to do with this
man ?

Enter SusaN at the back door. Behind her,
CONSTANCE peeps in.

Mat. Let him go.— Father! Father!
(Kisses him.)

Sus. That can never be Mattie’s gentle-
man, sure-ly! Hm! I don’t think much of
him. I knew he had ugly eyes! I told you
so, Mattie! I wouldn’t break my heart for
him—no, nor for twenty of him—1I wouldn’t!

He looks like a drowned cat.
YOL. II. S
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Wat. What the devil have you got to do
with it ?

Sus. Nothing. You shut up.

Wat. Well, I'm damned if I know whether
I'm on my head or my heels.

Sus. 'Tain’t no count which.

Bill (aside to CoL. G.). She’s at the back
door, Mr. William.

Col. G. Who is, Bill? Miss Lacordére ?

Bill. Right you air!

Col. G. hastens to the door. COX. peeps in

) and draws back. Cor. G. follows her.
‘W ATERFIELD approaches MATTIE.

Wat. Miss Pearson, if that’'s——

Mat. T don’t know you—don’t even know
your name.

Wat. (looking round). You hear her say it !
She don’t know me !

Mat. Could you try and rise, father? I
want to get out of this. There’s a lady here
says I'm a thief!

Tho. Nea, that she connot say, Mattie!
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Thae cooms ov honest folk. Aw’ll geet oop
direckly. (Attempts to rise.) Eigh! eigh!
aw connot! aw connot !

Mrs. C. If I have been unjust to you, Miss
Pearson, I'shall not fail to make amends.

Sus. It’s time you did then, ma’am. You've
murdered her, and all but murdered me.
That’s how your little bill stands.

Ger. (to Wart.) Leave the place, Mr.
Waterfield.

Wat. You shall answer for this, Gervaise.

Ger. Leave the study at once.

Wat. Tut! tut! T'll make it up to them.
A bank note’s a good plaster.

Bill. Pleasir, shall I run and fetch a
bobby ? I likes to see a swell wanted.

Ger. You hold your tongue. (Retires to
the dais and sits down. MRs. C. follows him.)

Wat. (taking out his pocket-book, and ap-
proacking MATTIE). I didn’t think you’d have
served me so, Mattie! Indeed I didnt! It's
not kind after what’s been between you and
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me. (MATTIE rises and stands staring at him.)
You’ve ruined my prospects—you have! But
I don’t want to bear malice : take that.—OIld
times, you know!—Take it. Youre wel- -
come. (Forces the note on her. She steps
back. It drops.)

Mat. This is a humiliation! Will nobody
take him away ?

Sus. (rushing at him). You be off! An’
them goggle eyes o' yours, or I'll goggle -
’em! I can’t bear the sight on ’em. 7
should never ha’ taken you for a gentleman.
You don’t look it. You slope, I say!
(Hustles him.) :

WATERFIELD picks up the note, and
exit.

Mat. (bursting into tears) Father! father!
don’t hate me ; don’t despise me.

TrOMAS #tries to get up, but falls back.

Bill. Don’t be in no hurry, Daddy. There’s
none but friends here now—'cep’ the old "
lady ;—she do look glum.
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Sus. T'll soon settle her hash!

Mat. Susie! Susie! Don’t—there’s a dear!

Sus. What business has she here then!
She’s not a doin’ of nothink.

Mat. Don’t you see she’s looking after the
poor gentleman there ?

Ger. William ! —William !—Gone again !
What a fellow he is! The best servant in the
world, but always vanishing! Call your
James—will you, aunt? We must have the
old man put to bed. But the poor girl looks
the worse of the two! She can have the
spare room, and William can sleep on the
sofa in mine.

Mrs. C. Tl see to it.

Ezit. GER. goes towards THOMAS.

Tho. Coom whoam—coom whoam, Mattie !
Thi mother, hoo’s cryin’ her eighes eawt to
whoam.

Mat. T'll run for a doctor first, father.

Tho. No, no, chylt! Awre only a bit
stonned, like. Aw’ll be o’ reet in a smo’ bit.



262 IF I HAD A FATHER.

Aw dunnot want no doctor. Aw’m a coomin’
reawnd. '

Ger. Neither of you shall stir to-night.
Your rooms will be ready in a few minutes.

Mat. Thank you, sir! I don’t know what"
I should have done with him.—Susan, you
wouldn’t mind going home without me?
You know Miss Lacordére—— :

Ger. Miss Lacordére! What do you know
of her ?

Mat. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I oughtn’t to
have mentioned her. But my poor head !

Ger. What of Miss Lacordére ? For God’s
sake, tell me. ’

Enter Mrs. C. with JAMES.

Sus. Oh, nothing, sir! nothing at all!
Only Miss Lacordére has been good to us—
which it’s more than can be said for every-
body! (Scowls at Mrs. C. JAMES proceeds to
lift THOMAS. She flies at him.) Put the old
gentleman down, you sneakin’ reptile! How
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many doors have you been a hearkenin’ at
since mornin’—eh, putty-lump? You touch
the old man again, and T'll mark you!
Here, Bill! I'll take his head — you take
his feet. We'll carry him between us like a
feather.

Mat. O Susan! do hold your tongue.

Sus. It's my only weapon, my dear. If I
was a man—see if I'd talk then.

James. It’s a providence you ain’t a man,
young woman !

Sus. Right you are! Them’s my werry
motives. I ain’t a makin’ of no complaint on
that score, young Plush! I wouldn’t be a
man for—mno, not for—not even for sich a
pair o’ calves as yourn!

Sus. and BiuL carry THo. out. Mar. fol-‘

lows. GER. is going after them.

Mrs. C. Don’t you go, Arthur. They can .
manage quite well. I will go if you like.

Ger. They know something about Con-
stance.
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Mrs. C. Pray give yourself no anxiety
about her. '

Ger. What do you mean, aunt ?

Mrs. C. 1 will be responsible for her.

Ger. Where is she then? (Zzit. Mrs. C.)
William !'—If he doesn’t come in one minute
more, I'll go after her myself. Those girls
know where she is. 1 am as strong as a
giant.—O God! All but married to that
infamous fellow !—That he should ever have
touched the tip of one of her fingers! What
a sunrise of hope! Psyche may yet fold her
wings to my prayer! William! William!
—Where can the fellow be ?

Enter CoL. G. in uniform and star, leading
CONSTANCE.

Ger. (hurrying to meet them). Constance !
Constance! forgive me. Oh my God! You
will when you know all.

Col. G. She knows enough for that already,
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my boy, or she wouldn’t be here. Take her
—and me for her sake.

Ger. What! who——? Constance !—What
does it all mean ?—It must be—can it be—
my father ? — William — It ¢s William ! —
William my father!— O father! father!
(throwing his arms about him) it was you all
the time then!

Col. G. My boy! my boy! There!—take
Constance, and let me go. I did want to do
something for you—but—— There! I'm
too much ashamed to look at you in my
own person.

Ger. (kneeling). Father! father! don’t talk
like that! O father! my father!

Col. @. (raising him). My boy! my boy!
I wanted to do something for you—tried hard
—and was foiled.—I doubly deserved it. I
doubted as well as neglected you. But God
is good. He has shamed me, and saved you.

Ger. By your hand, father.

Col. G@. No—by his own. It would all
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have come right without me. I was un-
worthy of the honour, my boy. But I was
allowed to try; and for that I am grateful.—
Arthur, I come to you empty-handed —a -
beggar for your love.

Ger. How dare you say that, father ?—
Empty-handed—bringing me her and your-
self—all I ever longed for!—my father and
my Psyche! Father, thank you. The poor
word must do its best. I thank you with my
very soul.—How skall I bear my happiness !.
—Constance, it was my father all the time!
Did you know it? Serving me like a slave !
—humouring all my whims !—watching me
night and day !—and then bringing me

Con. Your own little girl, Arthur. But
why did you not tell me ? ’

Ger. Tell you what, darling ?

Con. That—that—that you
know what, Arthur!

Ger. How could I, my child, with that——!
—Shall T tell you now ?

Oh! you
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Con. No, no! I am too happy to listen
—even to you, Arthur! But /4e should never

have—— I did find him out at last. If
I had but known you did not like him!
(hiding her face.)

Ger. (embracing his father) Father! father!
I cannot hold my happiress! And it is all
your doing !

Col. G. No, 1 tell you, my boy! I was but

a straw on the tide of things. I will serve
you yet though. I will be your father yet.

Bill (aside). Fathers ain’t all bad coves!

Here’s two on ’em—good sort of old Jacobs
—both on ’em. Shouldn’t mind much if I
had a father o’ my own arter all!

GERVAISE turns to CONSTANCE—then glances
at the Psyche. CoL. GERVAISE removes
the sheet. GERVAISE leads CONSTANCE
to the chair on the dais—turns from her
to the Psyche, and begins to work on the
clay, glancing from the one to the other
—the nmext moment leaves the Psyche,
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and seats himself on the dais at Cox-

T

STANCE'S feet, looking up in her face.

CoL. GERVAISE stands regarding them
Sizedly. Slow distant music. BILL s
stealing away.

Curtain falls.

THE END.
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and handsomely ornamented, with gilt top ; six Volumes, enclosed
in a cloth case, with lid, £1 11s. 6d. each case.

Hogarth. Giotto. Figure Painters of
Turner. Raphael. Holland.
Rubens. Van Dyck and Hals. Michel Angelo. .
Holbein. Titian. Delarocheand Vernet.
Tintoretto. Rembrandt. Landseer.
Little Masters of Leonardo da Vinci. Reynolds.
Germany. Gainsborough and Velasquez.
Fra Angelico and Constable. Mantegna and
Masaccio. 8ir David Wilkie. Francia.
Fra Bartolommeo. Van Eyck. Albert Durer.

Price 2s. 6d. each.
Claude Lorraine. 8Sir Thos.Lawrence. Murillo.
Correggio. Rousseau & Millet. Early Italian Sculp-
Watteau, Lannet, Meissonier. tors.
and Boucher. Overbeck.

‘ Few things in the way of small books upon great subjects, avowedly cheap and
necessarily brief, have been hitherto so well done as these biographies of the Great
Masters in painting,” — T¥mes.

“ A deserving series."—Edinburgh Review.

““ Most thoroughly and fully edited.”—Spgectator.

Birthday Book. Extracts from the Writings of Theodore
Emerson. Square 16mo, cloth extra, numerous Illustrations, very
choice binding, 3s. 64.

Birthday Book. [Extracts from the Poems of Whittier. Square
16mo, with numerous Illustrations and handsome binding, 3s. 64.

Black (Wm.) Three Feathers. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other Stories. 1 vol.,

small post 8vo, 6s.

Kilmeny : a Novel. Small post 8vo, cloth, 6s.

In Silk Attire. 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6s.

~~—— A Daughter of Heth. 11th Edition, small post 8vo, 6s.

——— Sunrise. Small post 8vo, 6s.

Blackmore (R. D.) Lorna Doone. 10th Edition, cr. 8vo, 6s.

~——— Alice Lorraine. 1 vol.,small post 8vo, 6th Edition, 6s.

———— Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, 6s.

~——— Cradock Nowell. New Edition, 6s.

~——— Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6s.

——— Mary Anerley. New Edition, 6s.

=———— Erema; or, My Father's Sin. With 12 Illustrations,
small post 8vo, 6s.
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Blossoms from the King'’s Garden : Sermons for Children. By
the Rev. C. BosANQUET. 2nd Edition, small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Blue Banner (The); or, The Adventures of a Mussulman, a
Clristian, and a Pagan, in the time of the Crusades and Mongol
Conquest. Translated from the French of LEoN CAHUN. With
Seventy-six Wood Engravings. Imperial 16mo, cloth, gilt edges,
7s. 6d.; plainer binding, 5s.

Bock (Carl). The Head Hunlers of Borneo: Up the Mahak-
kam, and Down the Barita; also Journeyings in Sumatra. 1 vol,
super-royal 8vo, 32 Coloured Plates, cloth extra, 36s.

Book of the Play. By DuirtoN Cook. New and Revised
Edition. 1 vol., cloth extra, 7s. 64.

Boy's Froissart (The). 7s. 6d. See “ Froissart.”

Boy's King Arthur (The).. With very fine Illustrations.
Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 64. Edited by SIDNEY
LANIER, Editor of “ The Boy’s Froissart.”

Boy's Mabinogion (The): being the Original Welsh Legends of
King Arthur. Edited for Boys, with an Introduction by SIDNEY
L.ANIER. With numerous very graphic Illustrations, Crown 8vo,
cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Breton Folk: An Artistic Tour in Brittany. By HENRY
BLACKBURN, Author of ‘ Artists and Arabs,” *‘ Normandy Pictre
resque,” &c. With 171 Illustrations by RANDOLPH CALDECOTT,
Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 21s.

British Goblins : Welsh Folk-Lore, Fairy Mythology, Legends,
and Traditions. By WIRT SikEs, United States Consul for Wales,
Author of ‘Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales.,” Second
Edition. 8vo, 18s.

Burnaby (Capt.). See “On Horseback.”

Burnham Beeches (Heath, F. G.). ‘With numerous Illustrations

and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 35. 64 Second Edition.
““ A pretty description of the Beeches.”—Daily News.
¢ A charming little volume.”--Globe.

Burroughs (John). Pepacton: A Summer Voyage, and other
Essays. Small post 8vo, cloth, 7s. 64.

Butler gs W. F) The Great Lone Land,; an Account of the Red
River Expedition, 1869-70. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Wild North Land; the Story of @ Winter Journey

with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy 8vo, cloth, with

numerous Woodcuts and a Map, 4th Edition, 18s. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Akim-foo : the History of a Failure. Demy 8vo, cloth,

2nd Edition, 16s. Also, in crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Red Cloud. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. [In the press.

CADOGAN (Lady A.) Illustrated Games of Patience,
Twenty-four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text, Foolscap
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3rd Edition, 125, 64.
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Cambridge Trifles; or, Splutterings from an Undergraduate
Pen. By the Author of ¢‘ A Day of my Life at Eton,” &c. 16mo,
cloth extra, 2¢. 6d.

Changed Cross (ZTke), and other Religious Poems. 16mo, 2s. 6d.

Child of the Cavern (The) ; or, Strange Doings Underground.
By JuLes VERNE. Translated by W. H. G. KINGSTON. Numerous
Illustrations. Sq. cr. 8vo, gilt edyges, 7s. 6d. 3 cl., plain edges, §s.

Child’s Play, with 16 Coloured Drawings by E. V. B. Printed
on thick paper, with tints, 7s. 6d.

New. By E.V.B. Similar to the above. See New.

— A New and Cheap Edition of the two above, con-
taining 48 Illustrations by E. V., B., printed in tint, handsomely
bound, 3s. 64.

Choice Editions of Choice Books. 2s. 6d. each, Illustrated by
C. W, Corg, R.A,, T. CrReswick, R.A., E. DuNcaN, BIRKET
FosTER, J. C. HorsLEY, A.R.A., G. Hicks, R. REDGRAVE, R.A,,
C. STONEHOUSE, F. TAYLER, G. THomas, H. J. TOWNSHEND,
E. H. WEHNERT, HARRISON WEIR, &c.

Bloomfield’s Farmer’s Boy. Milton’s L’ Allegro.
Campbell’s Pleasures of Hope. | Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir.
Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner. Rogers’ (Sam.) Pleasures of Memory.
Goldsmith’s Deserted Village. | Shakespeare’s Songs and Sonnets.
Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield.| Tennyson’s May Queen.
Gray’s Elegy in a Churchyard. | Elizabethan Poets.
Keat’s Eve of St. Agnes. Wordsworth’s Pastoral Poems.

¢ Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet.”— A4 theneunt.

Christ in Song. By Dr. PuiLip ScHaFr., A New Edition,
Revised, cloth, gilt edges, 6s.

Confessions of a Frivolous Girl (The) : A Novel of Fashionable
Life. Edited by ROBERT GRANT. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Cornet of Horse (The) : A Story for Boys. By G. A. HENTY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, numerous graphic Illustrations, 5s.

Cripps the Carrter. 3rd Edition, 6s. Se¢ BLACKMORE.

Cruise of HM.S. *“ Challenger” (The). By W.]J. ]. Spry, R.N.
With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy8vo, cloth,
18s.  Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, some of the Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Cruise of the Walnut Shell (The). An instructive and amusing
Story, told in Rhyme, for Children. With 32 Coloured Plates.
Square fancy boards, 5s.

Curious Adventures of a Field Cricket. By Dr. ERNEST
CANDEZE. Translated by N. D’ANvERs. With numerous fine
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt, 7s. 64.; plain binding and edges, 5.

DA NA (R. H) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-Four
years After. Revised Edition, with Notes, 12mo, 6s.
Daughter (A) of Heth. By W. BLack. Crown 8vo, 6s.
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Day of My Life (A); or, Every Day Expericnces at Eton.
By an ETON Bov, Author of ‘“ About Some Fellows.” 16mo, cloth
extra, 25. 64. 6th Thousand.

Niage. By Mrs. Macquoip. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Dick_Unevets. . his Fortunes and Misfortunes. By W. H. G.

KINGSTON. 350 PPry wq-nn :
Cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6. plainé?'ﬂf.’.’.fnd 22_full-page Illustrations.

Dick Sands, the Boy Captain. By JULES VESSeS 35, carl
100 Illustrations, cloth, gilt, 105.64.; plain binding and plain cdngcs, ,y

E]GHT Cousins. See ALCOTT.

Llementary History (An) of Art. Comprising Architecture,
Sculpture, Painting, and the Applied Arts. By N. D’ANVERS,
Author of *“ Science Ladders.” ith a Preface by Professor ROGER
SMiTH. New Edition, illustrated with upwards of 200 Wood
Engravings. Crown 8vo, strongly bound in cloth, price 8s. 64.

Elementary History (An) of Music. Edited by Owen J.
DuLLEA. Including Music among the Ancient Nations ; Music in
the Middle Ages; Music in Italy in the Sixteenth, Seventeenth, and
Eighteenth Centuries; Music in Germany, France, and England.
Illustrated with Portraits of the most eminent Composers, and
Engravings of the Musical Instruments of many Nations. Crown 8vo,
handsomely bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d.

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoip. Crown 8vo, 6s.

LEmbroidery (Handbook of). By L. HiceIN. Edited by Lapy
MARIAN ALFORD, and published by authority of the Royal School of
Art Needlework. With 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders,
&c. Crown 8vo, §s.

Enchiridion of Epictetus ; and the Golden Verses of Pythagoras.
Translated into English, Prose and Verse; with Notes and Scriptural
References, together with some original Poems. By the Hon. THos.
TaLBoT. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss.

Inglish Philosophers. Edited by IwaAN MuLLER, M.A., New
College, Oxon. A Series of Volumes containing short biographies
of the most celebrated English Philosophers, to each of whom is
assigned a separate volume, giving as comprehensive and detailed a
statement of his views and contributions to Philosophy as possible,
explanatory ratherthan critical, opening with a brief biographical sketch,
and concluding with a short general summary, and a bibliographical
appendix. Each Volume contains about 200 pp. Sq. 16mo, 3+.64. each.
Bacon. Professor FOWLER, Professor of Logic in Oxford.
Berkeley. Prof.T.H.GREEN, Professor of Moral Philosophy,Oxford.
Hamilton, Professor MONK, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin.
J. 8. Mill. HELEN TAYLOR, Editor of *‘ The Works of Buckle,” &c.
Mansel. Rev. J. H. HuckiIN, D.D., Head Master of Repton.
Adam Smith. J. A. FARRER, M.A., Author of ¢ Primitive

Manners and Customs.”
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Englisk Philosophers (continued) :—

Hobbes. A. H. GosseT, B.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford.

Bentham. G. E. BuckLE, M.A,, Fellow of All Souls’, Oxford.

Austin. HArRY JoHNSON, B.A,, late Scholar of Queen’s C
Oxford.

Hartley. E. S. BoweN, B.A.

James Mlll} Oxf

Shaftes olessor FOWLER.

rangements are in progress for volumes on Locke, Hume, PALRy, Rep, &.
Lpisodes of French History. Edited, with Notes, Genealogical,
Historical, and other Tables, by GUSTAVE MAssoN, B. A.
1. Charlemagne and the Carlovingians.
2. Louis XI. and the Crusades.
3. Part I. Francis I. and Charles V.
5 1L Frapcis I. and the Renaissance.
4. Henry IV. and the End of the Wars of Religion.
The above Series is based upon M. Guizot’s *‘ History of France.”
Each volume choicely Illustrated, with Maps, 2s. 6d.
Lrema ; or, My Father's Sin. Se¢e BLACKMORE.
Etcher (The). Containing 36 Examples of the Original
Etched-work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others: BIRKET FOSTER,
. E. HopGsoN, R.A., CoLIN HUNTER, J. P. HESELTINE, ROBERT
. MACBETH, R. S. CHATTOCK, &c. Vol. for 1881, imperial 4to,
cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 12s. 64. Monthly, 3s. 64.
Eton. See “Day of my Life,” ¢ Out of School,” *“ About Some

Fellows.”

ARM Ballads. By WiLL CARLETON. Boards, 1s.; cloth,
gilt edges, 1s. 6d.

Larm Festivals. By the same Author. Uniform with above,

Farm Legends. By the same Author. See above.

Felkin (R. W.) and Wilson (Rev. C. T.) Uganda and the
Egyptian Soudan. An Account of Travel in Eastern and Equatorial
Africa ; including a Residence of Two Years at the Court of King
Mtesa, and a Description of the Slave Districts of Bahr-el-Ghazel and
Darfour. With a New Map of 1200 miles in these Provinces ;
numerous Illustrations, and Anthropological, Meteorological, and
Geographical Notes. By R. W. FELKIN, F.R.G.S., Member of the
Anthropological Institute, &c., &c.; and the Rev. C. T. WiLson,
M.A. Oxon., F.R.G.S., Member of the Society of Arts, Hon. Fellow
of the Cairo Geographical Society. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 28s.

Fern Paradise (The): A Plea jfor the Culture of Ferns. By
F. G. HEaATH. New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated by
Eighteen full-page, and numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of
Ferns and Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 125, 6d.
Sixth Edition.

“ Al lovers of ferns will be delighted with the {llystrated edition of Mr.
Heath’s *“ Fern Paradise.”"—Saturday Review, B !

of New College,
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Fern World (The). By F. G. HeEatH. Illustrated by Twelve
Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature; by several full-page
and other Engravings. Cloth, gilt edges, 6th Edition, 12s. 6d.

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, 1s.

Lirst Steps in Conversational French Grammar. ByF. JULIEN.
Being an Introduction to ¢ Petites Legons de Conversation et de
Grammaire,” by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., 1+

Four Lectures on Electric Induction. Delivered at the Royal
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gorpon, B.A. Cantab, With
aumerous Illustrations, = Cloth limp, square 16mo, 3s.

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies. Edited by F. S.
PULLING, M.A., Lecturer at Queen’s College, Oxford, and formerly
Professor at the Yorkshire Coilege, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known
Authors, each Country being treated of by a Writer who from
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject.
The Volumes average 180 crown 8vo pages each, contain 2 Maps
and Illustrations, crown 8vo, 3s. 64.

The following is a List of the Volumes :—

Denmark and Iceland. By E.C. OTT£, Author of “ Scandinavian
History,” &c.

Greece. By L. SERGEANT, B.A., Knight of the Hellenic Order
of the Saviour, Author of * New Greece.”

Switzerland. By W. A. P. CooLIDGE, M.A., Fellow of
Magdalen College, Editor of Z%e Alpine Fournal.

Austria. By D. Kay, F.R.G.S.

Russia. By W. R. MorriLL, M.A, Oriel College, Oxiord,
Lecturer on the Ilchester Foundation, &c.

Persia. By Major-Gen, Sir F. J. GoLpsmip, K.C.S.1., Author of
‘¢ Telegraph and Travel,” &c.

Japan, By S. MossMAN, Author of “ New Japan,” &c.

Peru. By CLEMENTS H. MarkHAM, M.A,, C.B.

Canada. By W. FrAser Rag, Author of ¢ Westward by
Rail,” ¢ From Newfoundland to Manitoba,” &c.

Sweden and Norway. By the Rev. ¥. H. Woobps, M. A., Fellow
of St. John’s College, Oxford.

The West Indies. By C. H. EpEN, F.R.G.S., Author of ‘“ Frozen
Asia,” &ec.

New Zealand.

France. By M. RoBERTS, Author of “ The Atelier du Lys, &c.

Egypt. By S. LANE PooLE, B.A., Author of *‘Life of E. Lane,” &c.

Spain. By the Rev. WENTWORTH WEBSTER, M.A.

Turkey-in-Asia. By J. C. McCoan, M.P.

Australia. By J. F. VEsey FITZGERALD, late Premier of New
South Wales,

Holland. By R. L. PooLE,
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Franc (Maude Jeane). The following form one Series, small
post 8vo, in uniform cloth bindings, with gilt edges:—

Emily’s Choice. §s. Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4s.
Hall’s Vineyard. 4s. Vermont Vale. §s.
John’s Wife: A Story of Life in | Minnie’s Mission. 4s.

South Australia, 4s. Little Mercy. 5.

Marian; or, The Light of Some | Beatrice Melton’s Discipline. 4s,
One’s Home.  ss. .

Francis (F.) War, Waves, and Wanderings, including a Cruise
in the ““ Lancashire Witch.” 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s.

French Revolution (The Great). Letlers written from Paris
during the Progress of the Great French Revolution, by Madame J—
to her Husband and Son. Edited by her Great-grandson, M. EDOUARD
Lockroy. From the French. Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d.

Froissart (The Boy's). Selected from the Chronicles of Eng-
land, France, Spain, &c. By SIDNEY LANIER. The Volume is
fully Illustrated, and uniform with ¢¢ The Boy’s King Arthur.” Crown
8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. ) .

From Newfoundland to Manitoba ; a Guide through Canada’s

Maritime, Mining, and Prairie Provinces. By W. FRASER RAE.
Crown 8vo, with several Maps, 6s.

GA MES of Patience. See CADOGAN.

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols. in 1, small 4to, 10s. 64.
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES.

Price 6s. each ; or in calf extra, price 10s. 67. ; Smaller Edition, cloth
extra, 2s, 6d.
The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character
of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 21st Edition.

About in the World. Essays by Author of “ The Gentle Life.”

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of Thomas & Kempis
¢¢ De Imitatione Christi.” 2nd Edition.

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand-
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences
that have become embedded in the English language. 6s.

Lssays by Montaigne. Edited and Annotated by the Author
of “The Gentle Life.” With Portrait. 2nd Edition.

The Countess of Pembroke’s Arcadia. Written by Sir PHILIP
SipNEY. Edited with Notes by Author of ¢ The Gentle Life.” 7s. 6d,

The Gentle Life. 2nd Series, 8th Edition.
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The Gentle Life Series (continued) :—

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By the
Author of ¢“The Gentle Life.” 3rd Edition.

Half-Length Portraits.  Short Studies of Notable Persons.
By J. HAIN FRISWELL. -

Essays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of
Students in English Literature.

Other Peoples Windows. By J. HAIN FrisweLL.  3rd Edition.

A Man’s Thoughts, By J. HAIN FRISWELL,

German Primer. Being an Introduction to First Steps in
German. By M. T. PrREu. 2. 6d.
Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. By
W. MaTHEWS, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3s. 6.
Gilpin’s Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. HeEaTH. Large
post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with ¢‘The Fern
World,” 125. 64.
““ Deserves to be a favourite in the boudoir as well as in the library,”—Saturday

Review.,
“ One of the most delightful works ever written."—G/ode.

Gordon (J. E. H.). See “Four Lectares on Electric Induce
tion,” ‘¢ Physical Treatise on Electricity,” &c.

Gouffé. The Royal Cookery Book. By JULES GOUFFE ; trans-
lated and adapted for English use by ALPHONSE GOUFFE, Ilead
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates
printed in colours. 161 Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2s.

~——— Domestic Edition, half-bound, 10s. 6.

‘“ By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub-
mitted to the gastronomical world.”’—Pall Mall Gazette.

Great Artists.  See * Biographies.”

Great Historie Galleries of England (The). Edited by Lorp
RONALD GOWER, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery.
Illustrated by 24 large and carefully-executed germanent Photographs
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Vol. L.,
imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 36s. Vol. II, with 36 large
permanent photographs, £2 12s. 6d. . .

Great Musicians (The). A Series of Biographies of the Great
Musicians. Edited by F. HUEFFER.

1. Wagner. By the EDITOR. | 5. Rossini, and the Modern Italian

2. Weber. By Sir Jurius School. By H. SUTHERLAND
BENEDICT. EDWARDS.

3. Mendelssohn. By JosEPH|6. Marcello. By Arrico Borro.
BENNETT. 7. Purcell. By H. W. CUMMINGS.

4. Schubert. ByH.F.Frosrt. !8. English Church Composers.

¢.* Dr. Hiller and other distinguished writers, both English and
Foreign, have promised contributions. Each Volume is complete in
itself. . Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 3.
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Guizot's History of France. Translated by ROBERT BraAck.
Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In
8 vols., cloth extra, gilt, each 24s. This work is re-issued in cheaper
Monthly Volumes, at 10s. 64. each, commencing Nov. 1, 1881. Sub-
scriPtion to the set, {4 4s.

“ It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all

students of history.”—Tsmes. o

—_— Masson’s School Edition. The
History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the
Revolution ; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M. A.,
with Chronolo, 'cﬁ Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c.
By Professor GUSTAVE MassON, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations,
1 vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Guizot's History of England. In 3 vols. of about 500 pp. each,
containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt,

24s. each.

*For luxury of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of illustration, these
volumes, of which but one has as ?'ct appeared in English, will hold their own
against any production of an age so luxurious as our own in everything, typography
not excepted.”— Times.

Guyon (Mde.) Life. By Upnam. 6th Edition, crown 8vo, 6s

HANDB OOXK to the Charities of London. See Low's.

of Embroidery ; whick see.

Hall (W. W.) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health Maxims,
Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. W, HaL., A.M., M.D.
Small post 8vo, cloth, 25s. 2nd Edition.

Harper's Monthly Magazine. Published Monthly. 160 pages,
fully Illustrated. 1s. With two Serial Novels by celebrated Authors.
Vol. I. December, 1880, to May, 1881.
,» II. May, 1881, to November, 1881.
Each cloth extra, with 400 magnificent illustrations, 8s. 6d.

‘“ “ Harper's Magazine ' is so thickl{ sown with excellent illustrations that to count
them would be a work of time ; not that it is a picture magazine, for the engravings
illustrate the text after the manner seen in some of our choicest editions de luxe.” —
St. Fames's Gasette,

“Itis so pretty, so big, and so cheap. . . .  An extraordi shillingsworth—
160 large octavo pages, with over a score of articles, and more three times as
many illustrations.”’— Edinburgh Daily Review. )

“ An amazing shillingsworth , . . combining chotce literature of both nations.”—
Nonconformist.

Il7are of Africa. Three Years’ Travels and Adventures in the
Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 1871. By Dr.
GEORG SCHWEINFURTH. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map.
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, I15s.

Heath (Francis George). See * Autumnal Leaves,” “Burnham
Beeches,” ¢ Fern Paradise,” ‘‘Fern World,” ‘Gilpin’s Forest
Scenery,” ¢ Our Woodland Trees,” ‘‘ Peasant Life,” “Sylvan Spring,”
¢ Trees and Ferns,” ¢ Where to Find Ferns.”
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Heber's (Bishop) Lllustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, 7s. 6d.
Morocco, 18s. 64, and 21s. New and Cheaper Edition, cloth, 3s. 64.

Heir of Kilfinnan (The). New Story by W. H. G. KiNGsToN,
Author of “ Snow Shoes and Canoes,” &c.  With Illustrations. Cloth,
gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5s.

History of @ Crime (The) ; Deposition of an Eyewitness. The
Story of the Coup d’Etat. By VicTor HuGo. Crown 8vo, 6s.

——— Ancient Ar¢t. Translated from the German of JoHN
WINCKELMANN, by JoHN LobGe, M.D, With very numerous
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo, 36s.

——— England. See GuizoT.

France. See GUIZOT.

of Russia. See RAMBAUD.

——— Merchant Shipping. See LINDsAY.

United States. See BRYANT.

History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power. With

several bundred Illustrations. By ALFRED BarRLow. Royal 8vo,
cloth extra, 1. §5. Second Edition.

Holmes (0. W.) The Poetical Works of Oliver Wendell Holmes.
In 2 vols.,, 18mo, exquisitely printed, and chastely bound in limp
cloth, gilt tops, 10s. 64.

How I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean,
Through Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi
Affluents, &c.—Vol. I., The King’s Rifle. Vol. II.,, The Coillard
Family. By Major SERPA PINTO. With 24 full-page and 118 half-
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and I large one.
2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42s.

How to Live Long. See HALL.

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By WiLLIAM BLAIKIE.
A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises.
With Illustrations, small post 8vo, §s.

Hugo (Victor) “Ninety-Three.” Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s.

— Tvilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. Illustrated, 6s.; fancy
boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 64.; On large paper with all the original
Illustrations, 10s. 6d.

——— and his Times. Translated from the French of A.
BaArRBOU by ELLEN E. FREWER. 120 Illustrations, many of them
from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra,
24s.

—. See “History of a Crime,” “ Victor Hugo and his

Times.”
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2,

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. Sce
BICKERSTETH,

[LL USTRATED Text-Books qf Art-Education. Edited by
EDWARD J. POYNTER, R.A. Each Volume contains numerous Tllus-
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students, price §s. The
Volumes now ready are :—

PAINTING.
Classic and Italian. By PERCY | German, Flemish, and Dutoh.
R. HEaD. With 50 Illustrations, | French and Spanish.
55, English and American.
ARCHITECTURE,
COlassic and Early OChristian.
Gothic and Renaissance. By T, ROGER SMITH., With 50 Illustra.

tions, 55,
SCULPTURE.
Antique: Egyptian and Greek, { Renaissance and Modern,
Italian Sculptors of the 14th and 15th Centuries.

‘ ~ ORNAMENT. :
Decoration in Oolour, . | Architectural Ornament.

Lllustrations
F.R.G.S.

Lllustrated
Archzaeolo
Architect
ration, D
Pottery, ]
MOLLET1
of ¢ Life«

Small 4to, strongiy vouna in clow, 125, va.
In my Indian Garden. By PHIL RoBINSON, Author of ¢ Under

the Punkah.” With a Preface by EpWwIN ARNOLD, M. A,, C.S.L,, &c.
Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3s. 64.
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Involuntary Voyage (An). Showing how a Frenchman who
abhorred the Sea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents
driven round the World, Numerous Illustrations. Square crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.; plainer binding, plain edges, §s.

Irving (Washington). Complete Library Edition of his Works
in 27 Vols., Copyright, Unabridged, and with the Author’s Latest
Revisions, called the ‘¢ Geoffrey Crayon ” Edition, handsomely printed
in large square 8vo, on superfine laid paper, and each volume, of
about 500 pages, will be fully Illustrated. 12s. 6d. per vol. See also
¢¢ Little Britain.” ,

7/1 CK and ¥ill. By Miss ALcorr. Small post 8vo, cloth,
gilt edges, 55. With numerous Illustrations.
John Holdsworth, Chief Mate. By W. CLARKE RUSSELL,
Author of ‘¢ Wreck ot the Grosvenor.” Crown 8vo, 6s.

]{ INGSTON (W. H. G.). See* Snow-Shoes,” ¢ Child of
the Cavern,” “Two Supercargoes,” “ With Axe and Rifle,”
¢Begum’s Fortune,” ¢ Heir of Kilfinnan,” * Dick Cheveley.” Each
vol., with very numerous Illustrations, square crown 16mo, gilt edges,

7s. 6d.; plainer binding, plain edges, §s. L :

LA DY Silverdales Sweetheart. 6s. See BLACK.

Lectures on Architecture. By E. VIoLLET-LE-Duc. Translated
by BENJAMIN BUCKNALL, Architect. With 33 Steel Plates and 200
Wood Engravings. Super-royal 8vo, leather back, gilt top, with
complete Index, 2 vols., 3/ 3s.

Lenten Meditations. In Two Series, each complete in itself.
By the Rev. CLAUDE BOSANQUET, Author of ¢‘Blossoms from the
King’s Garden.” 16mo, cloth, First Series, Is.6d. ; Second Series, 2s.

Library of Religious Poetry. A Collection of the Best Poems
of all Ages and Tongues. With Biographical and Literary Notes.
Edited by PHILIP SCHAFF, D.D., LL.D., and ARTHUR GILMAN,
M.A. Royal 8vo, pp. 1036, cloth extra, gilt edges, 21s.

Lindsay (W. S.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols.,
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols. 1 and 2, 21s. ; vols. 3 and 4, 24s. each.

Little Britain ; together with' The Spectre Bridegroom, and A
Legend of Sleepy Hollow. By WASHINGTON IRVING. An entirely
New Edition de luxe, specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. CoOPER.
Designed by Mr. CHARLES O. MURRAY. Square crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges, 10s. 64.
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Low's Select Nowlets. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64.
each.

Friends 28 Duet. By E. S. PHELPS, Author of *‘The Gates

e Frieu;ds' is a graceful story . . . it loses nothing in the telling.”—A thenenm.
Baby Rue : Her Adventures and Misadventures, her Friends
and her Enemies. By CHARLES M. CLAY.

The Story of Helen Troy.
“‘ A pleasant book."”—Trutk.

The Clients of Dr. Bernagius. From the French of LUCIEN
BiarT, by Mrs. CasHEL HoEy.

The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. HowELLs.
A Gentleman of Leisure. By EDGAR FAWCETT.
‘‘ An amazingly clever book.”’—Boston Transcript.
Low's Standard Library of Travel and Adventure. Crown 8vo,
bound uniformly in cloth extra, price 7s. 64.
1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. BUTLER, C.B.
. The Wild North Land. By Major W, F. BUTLER, C.B.
. How I found Livingstone. By H. M. STANLEY.
The Threshold of the Unknown Region. By C. R. MARK-
HAM. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, 10s. 64.)
A Whaling Oruise to Bafiin’s Bay and the Gulf of Boothia.
By A. H. MARKHAM,

. Campaigning on the Oxus. By J. A. MACGAHAN.

. Akim-foo: the History of a Fauure By Major W, F.
BUTLER, C.B.

Ocean to Ocean. By the Rev. GEORGE M. GRANT. With
Illustrations.

9. Cruise of the Challenger. By W. J. J. SPry, R.N,

10. Schweinfurth’s Heart of Africa. 2 vols., I5s.

1§ 8 'rhron&h the Dark Continent. By H. M. STANLEY. I vol.,
125

Low’s Standard Novels. Crown 8vo, 6s. each, cloth extra.

My Lady Greensleeves. By HeLeN MATHERs, Authoress of
¢ Comin’ through the Rye,” ¢ Cherry Ripe,” &c.

Three Feathers. By WiLLIAM BLACK.

A Daughter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. BrLAcK., With
Frontispiece by F. WALKER, A.R.A.

Kilmeny. A Novel. By W, BLaACK.

In 8ilk Attire. By W. BraAck.

Lady Silverdale’s Sweetheart. By W. BLACK.
Sunrise. By W. BLACK.

The Trumpet Major. By THoMAs HARDY.
An English Squire. By Miss COLERIDGE.

9O wnn AN

®
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Low'’s Standard Novels (continued):—
Mary Marston. By GEORGE MACDONALD.
Guild Court. By GEORGE MACDONALD.
The Vicar’s Daughter. By GEORGE MACDONALD.
Adela Cathcart. By GEORGE MACDONALD.
Out of Court. By Mrs. CasHEL HOEY,
History of a Crime : The Story of the Coup d’Etat. Victor Iluco.
Alice Lorraine. By R. D. BLACKMORE,
Lorna Doone. By R. D. BLACKMORE. 18th Edition,
Cradock Nowell. By R. D. BLACKMORE.
Clara Vaughan. By R. D. BLACKMORE.
Cripps the Carrier. By R. D. BLACKMORE.
Erema; or, My Father’s Sin. By R. D. BLACKMORE.
Mary Anerley. By R. D. BLACKMORE.
Christowsell, a Dartmoor Tale. By R. D. BLACKMORE. ’
Innocent. By Mrs. OLIPHANT. Eight Illustrations.
Work. A Story of Experience. By Loursa M. ALCOTT.
The Afghan Knife. By R. A. STERNDALE, Author of ¢ Seonee.”

A French Heiress in her own Chateau. By the Author of
““One Only,” ¢ Constantia,” &c. Six Illustrations.

Ninety-Three. By VicTor HuGo. Numerous Illustrations.

My Wife and I. By Mrs. BEECHER STOWE,

‘Wreck of the Grosvenor., By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

John Holdsworth (Chief Mate). By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

A Sailor’s Sweetheart. By W. CLARK RUSSELL.

Far from the Madding Crowd. By THoMAs HaRrDY.

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. MACQUOID.

Diane. By Mrs. MacQuoilp.

Poganuc People, Their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. B. STowE.

A Golden Sorrow. By Mrs. CAsHEL Hoky.

Out of Court. By Mrs. CAsHEL HOEY.

A Story of the Dragonnades. By the Rev. E. GILLIAT, M. A.
Low's Handbook to the Charities of London. Edited and

revised to date by C. MACKESON, F.S.S., Editor of ¢ A Guide to the
Churches of London and its Suburbs,” &c. Paper, Is. ; cloth, Is, 6.

MA CGREGOR ( John) “Rob Roy” on the Baltic. 3rd
Edition, small post 8vo, 2s. 64. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 64.

A Thousand Miles in the “Rob Roy” Cance. 11th
Edition, small post 8vo, 2. 64. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 64.
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Macgregor (Jokn) Description of the “ Rob Roy” Canoe, with
Plans, &c, 1s.

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl “ Rob Roy.” New
Edition, thoroughly revised, with additions, small post 8vo, 5s.;
boards, 2s. 6d.

Macquoid (Mrs.) Elinor Dryden. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Diane. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Magazine. See HARPER, UNION JAck, THE ETCHER, MEN
OF MARK. .

Magyariand. A Narrative of Travels through the Snowy Car-
pathians, and Great Alf6ld of the Magyar. By a Fellow of the Car-
pathian Society (Diploma of 1881), and Author of “ The Indian Alps.”
2 vols., 8vo, cloth extra, with about 120 Woodcuts from the Author’s
own sketches and drawings, 42s.

Manitoba : tts History, Growth, and Present Position. By the

Rev. Professor BRYCE, Principal of Manitoba College, Winnipeg.
Crown 8vo, with Illustrations and Maps, 7s. 6d.

Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region.
Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, 10s. 64,

Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction aud Enlargement of his former
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6.

Memoirs of Count Miot de Melito, Minister, Ambassador,
Councillor of State, and Member of the Institute of France, between
the years 1788 and 1815.  Edited by General FLEISCHMANN., From
the {‘rench by Mrs. CAsHEL HoEy and Mr. JoHN LILLIE. 2 vols.,

demy 8vo, cloth extra, 36s.

Memoirs of Madame de Rémusat, 1802—1808. By her Grand-
son, M. PAUL DE REMUSAT, Senator. Translated by Mrs. CASHEL
Horvy and Mr. JoHN LiLLIE. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This
work was written by Madame de Rémusat during the time she
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine,
and is full of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and
of men and politics of the first yeéars of the century. Revelations
which have already created a great sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols., 325,

See also “ Selection.”

Menus (366, one for each day of theyear). Translated from the
French of COUNT BRISSE, Dy Mrs. MATTHEW CLARKE. Crown
8vo, 10s. 6d.

Men of Mark: a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica-
tion, price 1s. 64. monthly., Vols. L. to V1., handsomely bound,
cloth, gilt edges, 25s. each.
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Mendelssohn Family (The), 1729—1847. From Letters and
Journals. Translated from the German of SEBASTIAN HENSEL.
2 vols., demy 8vo, 30s.

Mickhael Strogoff. 10s. 6d. and 5s. See VERNE.

Mitford (Miss). See “ Our Village.”

Music. See “ Great Musicians.”

My Lady Greensleeves. By HELEN MATHERS, Authoress of
¢ Comin’ through the Rye,” ‘‘Cherry Ripe,” &c. 1 vol. edition,
crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Mpysterious Island. By JuLEs VERNE. 3 vols., imperial 16mo.
150 Illustrations, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each; elaborately bound, gilt
edges, 7s. 64. each. Cheap Edition, with sgme of the Illustratious,
cloth, gilt, 2s.; paper, Is. each,

NARRA TIVES of State Trials in the Nineteenth Century.
First Period: From the Union with Ireland to the Death of
George IV., 1801—1830. By G. LATHOM BROWNE, of the Middle Temple,
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24s.

Nature and Functions of Art (The),; and more especially of

Architecture. By LeoroLD EIDLITZ. Medium 8vo, cloth, 21s.

Naval Brigade in South Africa (The). By HiNrY F. NoORr-
BURY, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

New Childs Play (A). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B Beauti-
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, 12s. 6d.

New Guinea : What I did and what I saw. By L. M.
D’ALBERTIS, Officer of the Order of the Crown of Italy, Honorary
Member and Gold Medallist of the I.LR.GS., C.M.Z.S., &c., &c.
In 2 vols.,, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps, Coloured Plates, and
numerous very fine Woodcut Illustrations, 42s.

New Ireland. By A. M. SuLLivaN, M.P. for Louth. 2 vols.,
demy 8vo, 30s. Cheaper Edition, 1 vol., crown 8vo, 8s. 64.

New Novels. Crown 8vo, cloth, ros. 64. per vol. :—

Christowell : a Dartmoor Tale. By R. D. BLACKMORE. 3 vols.

The Braes of Yarrow. By CHAs. GIBBON. 3 vols.

A Laodicean. By THoMAs HARDY, Author of *‘Far from the
Madding Crowd,” *‘ Trumpet Major,” &c., &c. 3 vols.

Waiting. By Miss A. M. HOPKINSON. 3 vols.

Don John. By Miss JEAN INGELOW. 3 vols.

‘Warlock of Warlock. By GEORGE MACDONALD. 3 vols.

Riverside Papers. By ]J. D. Horpus. 2 vols., small post 8vo, 125.

Cecily’s Debt. By Mrs. A. B. CHURCH. 3 vols.

Nice and Her Neighbours. By the Rev. CANON HeLE, Author

of ““ A Book about Roses,” *“ A Little Tour in Ireland,” &c. Small
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, 125, 64,
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Noak's Ark. A Contribution lo the Study of Unnatural History.
By PHIL ROBINSON, Author of “In my Indian Garden,” ¢ Under
the Punkah,” &c., &c. 2 vois. Small post 8vo, 125. 64.

Noble Words and Noble Deeds. From the French of E. MULLER.
Containing many Full-page Illustrations by PHILIPPOTEAUX. Square
imperial 16mo, cloth extra, 7s. 64. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5.

Nordenskiold’s Voyage around Asia and Europe. A Popular
Account of the North-East Passage of the ‘“Vega.” By Lieut. A.
" HovGAARD, of the Royal Danish Navy, and member of the ¢ Vega ”
Expedition. Demy 8vo, cloth, with about 5o Illustrations and

3 Maps, 21s.

North American Review (The). Monthly, price 2s. 6.

Notking to Wear ; and Two Millions. By W. A. BUTLER.
New Edition. Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, Is.

Nursery Playmates (Prince of). 217 Coloured Pictures for
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, 6s.

OFF lo the Wilds: A Story for Boys. By G. MANVILLE
FENN. Most richly and profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Old-Fashioned Girl. See ALCOTT.

On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. FRED BURNABY,
Royal Horse Guards, Author of ‘A Ride to Khiva.” 2 vols.,
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 38s.;
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by the Rev. H. RoBBINs,
With Frontispiece after Sir JosHuA REYNOLDS. Fcap., cloth extra,
New Edition—the 3rd, with Illustrations, §s.

Qur Village. By MaRY RusseLL MiTForp. Illustrated with
Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts.
Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 21s.; cheaper binding, 10s. 64.

Our Woodland Trees. By F. G. HeatH. Large post 8vo,
cloth, gilt edges, uniform with ¢ Fern World ” and ‘‘ Fern Paradise,”
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, 125, 64. Third
Edition. About 600 pages.

Outlines of Ornament in all Styles. A Work of Reference for
the Architect, Art Manufacturer, Decorative Artist, and Practical
Painter. By W. and G. A. AUDSLEY, Fellows of the Royal Institute
of British Architects. Only a limited number have been printed and
the stones destroyed. Small folio, 60 plates, with introductory text,
cloth gilt, 31s. 6d.
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PA]NTE[BS of All Schools. By Louls VIARDOT, and other

Writers. 500 pp., super-royal 8vo, 20 Full-page and 70 smaller
Engravings, cloth extra, 25s. A New Edition is issued in Half-
crown parts, with fifty additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 31s. 64.

Painting (A Short History of the British School of). By
Geo. H. SHEPHERD. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. .

Lalliser (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the Earliest Period.
A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards
of 100 Illustrations and coloured. Designs. I vol., 8vo, 1/. 1s.

Historic Devices, Bad g5, and War Cries. 8vo, 11 1s.
——— The China Collector’s Pocket Companion. With up-

wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd Edition,
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, 5s.

Farliamentary History of the Irish Land Question (The). From
1829 to 1869, and the Origin and Results of the Ulster Custom. By
R. BARRY O’BRIEN, Barrister-at-Law, Author of ‘‘The Irish Land
Question and English Public Opinion.” 3rd Edition, corrected and
revised, with additional matter. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through the Holy
Land. By the Rev. CANON TRISTRAM. Illustrated with 44 per-
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect
Specimens of the Art.) Published in 22 Monthly Parts, 4to, in
‘Wrapper, 2s. 64. each. Vol. 1., containing 12 parts, 24 Illustrations,
cloth, gilt edges, 31s. 6d.

Peasant Life in the West of England. By FrRANCIS GEORGE
HEATH, Author of ‘¢ Sylvan Spring,” *“ The Fern World.” Crown
8vo, 400 pp. (with Autograph Letter of seven pages from Lord
Beaconsfield to the Author, written December 28, 1880), 10s. 64.

Petites Legons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and
Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful
Topics of Conversation, upon an entirely new principle, &c. By
F. JUuLIEN, French Master at King Edward the Sixth’s School,
Birmingham. Author of ¢‘ The Student’s French Examiner,” ¢ First
Steps in Conversational French Grammar,” which see,

Photography (History and Handbook of). See TISSANDIER,

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. By J. E. H.
GoORrRDON, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other
Illustrations. In respect to the number and beauty of the Illustrations,
the work is quite unique. 2 vols., 8vo, 36s.

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with many
additional Poems. Small post 8vo, cloth, 5.
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Poganuc People: thetr Loves and Lives. By Mrs. BEECHER
STowE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Polar Expeditions. Sec KOLDEWEY, MARKHAM, MACGAHAN,
NARES, and NOKDENSKIGLD.

Poynter (Edward J., R.A.). See * Illustrated Text-books.”

Publishers Circular (The), and General Record of British and
Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th of every Month, 34.

Pyrenees (The). By HENRY BLACKBURN. With 100 Illustra-
tions by GUSTAVE DORE, a New Map of Routes, and Information for
Travellers, corrected to 1881. With a description of Lourdes in 1880.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64.

RAMBA UD (Alfred). History of Russia, from its Origin
to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Mrs. L. B.
LANE. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 38s.

Recollections of Writers. By CHARLES and Mary COWDEN
CLARKE. Authors of ‘ The Concordance to Shakespeare,” &c. ;
with Letters of CHARLES LAMB, LEIGH HUNT, DOUGLAS JERROLD,
and CHARLES DICKENS ; and a Preface by MARY COWDEN CLARKE.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 64.

Rémusat (Madame de). See “ Memoirs of,”  Selection.” '
Richter (Jean Paul). The Literary Works of Leonardo da

Vinci. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, and Archi-
tecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous Writings, and Miscel-
laneous Notes on Personal Events, on his Contemporaries, on Litera-
ture, &c. ; for the first time published from Autograph Manuscripts.
By J. P. RICHTER, Ph.Dr., Hon. Member of the Royal and Imperial
Academy of Rome, &c. 2 vols., imperial 8vo, containing about 200
Drawings in Autotype Reproductions, and numerous other Illustrations.
Price Eight Guineas to Subscribers. After publication the price will
be Ten Guineas.

Robinson (Phil). See “In my Indian Garden,” “ Under the
Punkah,” “Noah's Ark.”

Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Bayard Series, 2s. 6d.

Rogers (S.) Pleasyres of Memory. See “Choice Editions of
Choice Books.” 2s. 6d.

Rose in Bloom. See ALCOTT.
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Rose Library (The). Popular Literature of all Countries. Each

volume, Is. ; cloth, 25s. 64. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated —

I.
2.

w

36.
37.

38.

Sea-Gull Rock. By JULES SANDEAU. Illustrated.
Little Women. By Louisa M. ALCOTT.

. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequelto ““Little Women.”
. The House on Wheels. By MApAMB DE StoLz. Illustrated.
. Little Men. By Louisa M. ALcoTT. Dble. vol., 2s. ; cloth, 3s. 64.

The Old-Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. ALcorT. Double
vol., 2s. ; cloth, 3s. 64.

The Mistress of the Manse. By J. G. HOLLAND.

Timothy Titcomb’s Letters to Young People, S8ingle and
Married.

Undine, and the Two Oaptains. By Baron DE LA MOTTE
FouQuE. A New Translation by F. E. BUNNETT. Illustrated.

. Draxy Miller’s Dowry, and the Elder’s Wife. Saxe HoLwm.

The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame GoURAUD. Illustrated.
‘Work. A Story of Experience. First Portion. By L.M. ALcCOTT.
Beginning Again. Sequel to above. By L. M. ALcoTT.
Picciola; or, the Prison Flower. X.B. SAINTINE. Illustrated.
Robert’s Holidays. Illustrated.

. The Two Children of 8t. Domingo. Numerous Illustrations,
. Aunt Jo’s Scrap Bag.

Stowe (Mrs. H, B.) The Pearl of Orr’s Island.

——— The Minister’s Wooing.

Betty’s Bright Idea.

The Ghost in the Mill,

Captain Kidd’s Money.

‘We and our Neighbours. Double vol., 2s.

My Wife and I. Double vol., 2s. ; cloth, gilt, 3s. 6d.

. Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates.
. Lowell’s My S8tudy Window.

Holmes (0. W.) The Guardian Angel.
‘Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden.

. Hitherto. By the Author of ‘‘ The Gayworthys.” 2 vols., Is. each.

Helen’s Babies. By their Latest Victim.

The Barton Experiment. By the Author of ¢ Helen’s Babies.”
Dred. Mrs. BEECHER STOWE. Dble. vol., 2s.; cloth gilt, 3s. 64.
‘Warner (0. D.) In the Wilderness. .

S8ix to One. A Seaside Story.

Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions.

Farm Ballads. By WiLL CARLETON.

Farm Festivals, By WILL CARLETON.

Farm Legends. By WiLL CARLETON.

39 and 40. The Clients of Dr. Bernagius. BIART. Parts I. &II.

41.
42.
43
44.
45.

Baby Rue; her Adventures and Misadventures, C. M.CrAY.
The Undiscovered Country. By W.D. HOWELLSs.

Friends: a Duet. By ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS.

A Gentleman of Leisure. A Novel. By EDGAR FAWCETT.
The 8tory of Helen Troy.
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Round the Yule Log: Norwegian Folk and Fairy ZTale:.
Translated from the Norwegian of P. CHR. AsBJoRNSEN. With 100
Illustrations, Imperial 16mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Russell (W. Clarke). See “ A Sailor's Sweetheart,” 3 vols.,
31s. 64. ; *“ Wreck of the Grosvenor,” 6s. ; *‘John Holdsworth (Chief
Mate),” 6s.

Russell (W. H., LL.D.,) Hesperothen: Notes from the Western
World. A Record of a Ramble through part of the United States,
Canada, and the Far West, in the Spring and Summer of 1881. By
W. H. RusseLL, LL.D. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24s.

The Tour of the Prince of Wales in India. By
W. H. Russerr, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by SypNEY P. HaLL,
M.A. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52s. 64.; Large
Paper Edition, 84s.

SAINTS and their Symbols : A Companion in the Churches
and Picture Galleries of Europe. With Illustrations. Royal 16mo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Science Ladders. Fcap. 8vo, stiff covers, 6. each.

SerIEs L.
No. I. Forms of Land and Water. With 15 Illustrations.
»» IL The Story of Early Exploration.

Series II.
»» L. Vegetable Life. With 35 Illustrations.
s» II. Flowerless Plants.

SerIes IIL

s 1. Lowest Forms of Water Animals, With 22 Tllustrations.
sy II. Lowly Mantle and Armour-Wearers.

Schuyler (Eugéne). The Life of Peter the Great. By EUGENE

SCHUYLER, Author of ¢ Turkestan.” 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra.

Selection from the Letters of Madame de Rémusat to her Husband
and Son, from 1804 to 1813. From the French, by Mrs. CASHEL
Hoky and Mr. JouN LiLLIE. In 1 vol, demy 8vo (uniform with
the ¢ Memoirs of Madame de Rémusat,” 2 vols.), cloth extra, 16s.

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. STERNDALE, F.R.G.S. 8vo,
with numerous Illustrations, 21s.

Seven Years in South Africa : Travels, Researches, and Hunting
Adventures between the Diamond-Fields and the Zambesi (1872—
1879). By Dr. EMIL HoLuB. With over 100 Original Illustrations
and 4 Maps. In 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42s. '
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Serpent_ Chaseer (ZT%e) : a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. From
wne French of Louls RousseLET. Numerous Illustrations, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 64. ; plainer binding, §s.

Shadbolt (S.) The Afghan Campaigns of 1878—1880. By
SYDNEY SHADBOLT, Joint Author of ¢ The South African Campaign
of 1879.” Dedicated by permission to Major-General Sir Frederick
Roberts, G.C.B., V.C., &c. 2 vols,, royal quarto, cloth extra ; to sub-
scribers before publication, 22. 10s. ; to non-subscribers, 3/.

Shooting : its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose. By JAMEs
DavrzieL DoucaLr, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of ‘‘Scottish Field
Sports,” &c. New Edition, revised with additions. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

““The book is admirable in every wai' «o o« We wish it every success.”—Globe.
. « Likely t

“A very complete treatise. . . o take high rank "as an authority on
shooting.”"—Daily News.

Sikes (Wirt). Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales. With
numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 185 By WIRT
S1kES, Author of *“ British Goblins,” which see.

Silent Hour (The). See “Gentle Life Series.”

Silver Sockets (The); and other Shadows of Redemption.
Eighteen Sermons preached in Christ Church, Hampstead, by the
Rev. C. H. WALLER. Small post 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Smith (G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By thelate
GEORGE SMITH. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy
8vo, 6th Edition, 18s.

The Chaldean Account of Genesis. By the late
G. SMITH, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum.
With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, 16s,
An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re-written by the
Rev. PROFESSOR SAYCE, Queen’s College, Oxford. Demy 8vo, 18s.

Snotw-Shoes and Canoes ; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter
in the Hudson’s Bay Territory. By W. H. G. KINGSTON. 2nd
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6J. ; plainer binding, 5s. :

South African Campaign, 1879 (Zhe). Compiled by J. P.
MACKINNON (formerly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. SHADBOLT;
and dedicated, by permission, to Field-Marshal H.R.H. The Duke
of Cambridge. 4to, handsomely bound in cloth extra, 2/. 10s.

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d. ; large Paper Edition, 105, 64.
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Stanley (H. M) ““ My Kalulu,” Prince, King, and Slave. A Story
from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp., with numerous graphic
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, 7s. 64.

———— Coomassie and Magdala. A Story of Two British
Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, 16s.

——-— Through the Dark Continent, which see.
Story without an End. From the German of Carové, by the late
Mrs. SARAH T. AusTIN. Crown 4to, with 1§ Eanisite_ Drawings

by E. V. B, printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7s. 6d.

square 4to, with Illustrations by HARVEY. 25, 6d.

Stowe (Mrs. Beecher) Dred. Cheap Edition, boards, 2s. Cloth,
gilt edges, 3s. 6d. .

Footsteps of the Master. With 1llustrations and red
borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Geography, with 6o Illustrations. Square cloth, 4s. 64,

——— Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, 1s.; Library Edition,
4s. 6d.

——— Betty's Bright ldea. 1.

—— My Wife and I; or, Harry Henderson's History.
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.%*

Minister's Wooing. ss.; Copyright Series, 15. 64.; cL., 25.*
——— Old Town Folk. 6s.; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d.

——— 0!d Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
———— QOur Folks at Poganuc. 6s.

——— We and our Neighbours. 1 vol., small post 8vo, 6s.
Sequel to My Wife and I.”*

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post 8vo, 3s. 6d.
Cheap Edition, 1s. 64. and 2s.

® See alsw Rose Library,



List of Publications. 27

Stowe (Mrs. Beecher) Queer Little People.  1s.; cloth, 2s,

Chimney Corner. 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d.
———— The Pearl of Or?’s Island. Crown 8vo, 55.*

——— Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15
Chromo-lithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Demy
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25s.

Student’s Frenck Examiner. By F. JULIEN, Author of “ Petites
Lecons de Conversation et de Grammaire.” Square cr. 8vo, cloth, 2s.

Studies in the Theory of Descent. By Dr. Auc. WEISMANN,
Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by
RAPHAEL MELDOLA, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society
of London. Part I.—*On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies,”
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. EDWARDs, of
Coalburgh, With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub-
scribers for the whole work only), 8¢ ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), 16s. ;
Part III., 6s.

Sunrise: A Story of These Times. By WiLLiaM BLACK,
Author of ¢ A Daughter of Heth,” &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Surgeon’s Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War. By
Dr. FrIEDRICH ESMARCH, Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army.
Numerous Coloured Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound,
1Z. 8s. '

Sylvan Spring. By Francis GEORGE HEATH. Illustrated by
12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. E. HuLmE, F.L.S., Artist and
Author of ¢ Familiar Wild Flowers” by 16 full-page, and more than
100 other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 125.64.

TA INE (H. A) “Les Origines de la France Contemporaine.”

Translated by JoHN DURAND.
Vol. 1. The Ancient Regime. Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s.
Vol. 2. The French Revolution. Vol.1. do.
Vol 3. Do. do. Vol.2.  do.

Tauchnits's Engliskh Editions of German Authors. Each

volume, cloth flexible, 2. ; or sewed, 1s. 64. (Catalogues post free
on application.)

——— (B.) German and English Dictionary. Cloth, 1s, 64.;

roan, 2s,

® See also Rose Library,
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Taucknits’s French and Englisk Dictionary. Paper, 1s. 6d.;
cloth, 2s.; roan, 2s. 6d.

ltalian and English Dictionary. Paper, 1s. 6d.; cloth,
2s. 3 roan, 25, 6d.

Spanish and English. Paper, 1s.6d. ; cloth, 2s. ; roan
2s. 6d.

Through America ; or, Nine Months in the United States. By
W. G. MARSHALL, M.A. With nearly 100 Woodcuts of Views of
Utah country and the famous Yosemite Valley; The Giant Trees,
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c.; containing a full account
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt Lake
Cit)é in 1878 and 1879. Demy 8vo, 21s. ; cheap edition, crown 8vo,
7s. 6d.

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By H. M. STANLEY.
Cheag{ Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and Maps,

I2s.

Through Siberia. By the Rev. HENRY LANSDELL. Illustrated
with about 30 Engravings, 2 Route Maps, and Photograph of the
Author, in Fish-skin Costume of the Gilyaks on the Lower Amur.
2 vols., demy 8vo, 30s.

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India. See RUSSELL.

Trees and Ferns. By F. G. HEaTH. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt
edges, with numerous Illustrations, 3s. 6d.
¢¢ A charming little volume.”"—~ZLand and Water.

Tristram (Rev. Canon) Pathways of Palestine : A Descriptive
Tour through the Holy Land. First Series. Illustrated by 22 Per-
manent Photographs. Folio, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31s. 64.

Two Friends. By LUuciEN BIART, Author of * Adventures of
a Young Naturalist,” ‘¢ My Rambles in the New World,” &c. Small
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, 7s. 64. ; plainer binding, 5s.

Two Supercargoes (The) ; or, Adventures in Savage Africa.
By W. H. G.KINGSTON. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square
imperial 16mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; plainer binding, §s.

NDER the Punkak. By PHIL RoBINSON, Author of “In
my Indian Garden.” Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3s. 6d.
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Union Jack (The). Every Boy's Paper. Edited by G. A.
HENTY. One Penny Weekly, Monthly 64. Vol. III. commences
with the Part for November, 1881, and contains the first Chapters
of Three Serial Stories by G. MANVILLE FENN, Louls ROUSSELET,
and W. H. G. KINGSTON, from the French of ‘‘Landelle.” Illustrated
by the Best Artists, With the first Part is presented a Photograph of
{(ules Verne, and a Coloured Plate, ‘‘ Rounding the Lightship,” a

achting Incident ; and this Volume will also contain New Stories by
Col. BUTLER, Author of ¢‘ The Great Lone Land,” JULES VERNE, an
Historical Story by the Editor, &c., &c. Volume II. for 1881, beauti-
fully bound in red cloth (royal 4to), 7s. 64., gilt edges, 8s. Beautifully
Illustrated with over 400 Illustrations, including 52 full-page Engra-
vings, 8 Steel ditto, 7 Coloured Plates, and Photograph of the Editor.

The Contents comprise :

The Cornet of Horse: a Tale of Marlborough’s Wars. By the
EDITOR.

The Young Franc-Tireurs: a Tale of the Franco-German War,
By the EpITOR.

The Ensign and Middy: a Tale of the Malay Peninsula. Ry G.
MANVILLE FENN.

The Steam House : THE DEMON OF CAWNPORE, A Tale of India.
By JULES VERNE.

Rawdon School: a Tale of Schoolboy Life. By BERNA&D
HELDMANN.

Dorrincourt: a Story of a Term there. By BERNARD HELDMANN.

Peyton Phelps; or, Adventures among the Italian Carbonari, By
G. STEBBING.

Gerald Rattlin : a Tale of Sea Life. By Geo. ELFORD.

A Fight in Freedom’s Cause,

An Eventful Ride.

The Ghost of Leytonstone Manor.

An Editor’s Yarns.

True Tales of Brave Actions.

And numerous other Articles of Interest and Instruction.
A few copies of Volume I., for 1880, still remain, price 6s.

Upolu ; or, A Paradise of the Gods; being a Description of
the Antiquities of the chief Island of the Samoan Group, with Remarks
on the Topo%aphy, Ethnology, and History of the Polynesian Islands
in general. By the late HANDLEY BATHURST STERNDALE. Edited
and annotated by his brother, Author of ‘“Seonee,” *‘The Aighan
Knife,” &c. 2 vols., demy 8vo.

V] CTOR Hugo and his Times. Translated from the French

of A. BARBOU by ELLEN E. FREWER. 120 Illustrations, many of
them from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth
extra,

Vincent (F.) Norsk, Lapp, and Finn. By FRANK VINCENT,
Jun., Author of ‘‘The Land of the White Elephant,” ‘‘Through
and Through the Tropics,” &c.  8vo, cloth, with Frontispicce and
Map, 125,



BOOKS BY JULES VERNE.

Lazas Ozowx 8vo.

WORKS.

Twenty Thousand Leagues
under the Sea.

Ditto Part II.
Hector S8ervadac . . .
The Fur Country . .
From the Earth to the

Moon and a Trip round
it . o e e e .
Mlohael Strogoff,
Courier of the Czar .
Dick 8ands, the
Captain . . .
Five Weeks in a Ba,lloon
Adventures of Three En-
glishmen and Three
Russians . .
Around the World in
Eighty Days . . . .
A Floating City . . . .
The Blockade Runners .
Dr. Ox’s Experiment .
Master Zacharius . . .
A Drama in the Air .

A Winter amid the Jce .
The Survivors of the
¢ Chancellor ’. . .
Martin Paz . . . . .
THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND,

8 vols. :—
Vol. I. Dropped from the

louds . o .
Vol. II. Abandoned
Vol. 1I1. Secret of the

land . . .
The Child of the Cavern
The Begum’s Fortune .
The Tribulations of a

Chinaman . . « o «
TrE STEaM HousE,2vols.: —
Vol. I. Demon of Cawnpore
Vol.II Tigers and Traitors
THE GIANT RarT, 2 vols.:—
Vol. I. Eight Hundred

Leagues on the
Vol. II. The
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M/AITARUNA : A Story of New Zealand Life. By
ALEXANDER BATHGATE, Author of ¢‘Colonial Experiences.”
Crown 8vo, cloth, §s.

Waller (Rev. C. H) The Names on the Gates of Pearl,
and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. WALLER, M.A. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

~—— A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in
the Greek Testament. Compiled from Briider's Concordance. For
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the
Rev. C. H. WALLER, M. A, Part I. The Grammar. Small post 8vo,
cloth, 2s. 6. Part II. The Vocabulary, 2s. 64.

Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thoughts on
Confirmation. Super-royal 16mo, cloth limp, 2s. 64.

——— Se¢ also “ Silver Sockets.”
Wanderings South by East : a Descriptive Record of Four Years

of Travel in the less known Countries and Islands of the Southern
and Eastern Hemispheres. By WALTER CoOTE. 8vo, with very
numerous Illustrations and a Map, 21s.

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in @ Garden. Rose Library, 1s.
Back-log Studies. Boards, 1s. 64. ; cloth, 2s.
——— In the Wilderness. Rose Library, 1s.

— Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, 125,

Weaving. See *“ History and Principles.”

Where to Find Ferns. By F. G. HEAaTH, Author of ¢ The
Fern World,” &c.; with a Special Chapter on the Ferns round
London ; Lists of Fern Stations, and Descriptions of Ferns and Fern
Habitats throughout the British Isles. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s.

White (Rhoda E.) From Infancy to Womanhood. A Book of
Instruction for Young Mothers. Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 64.

Whittier (J. G.) The King's Missive, and later Poems. 18mo,
choice parchment cover, 3s. 64. This book contains all the Poems
written by Mr. Whittier since the publication of ¢* Hazel Blossoms.”

The Whittier Birthday Book. Extracts from the
Author’s writings, with Portrait and numerous Illustrations. Uniform
with the ‘‘Emerson Birthday Book.” Square 16mo, very choice
binding, 3¢, 64,




